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ODE: 


ES 


YE pow’rs of Poesy and Song! 
To you belong 

To rouse to active deeds, or sooth to rest 
Each passion of the human breast. 

Thro’ all th’ extended range of time, 
When Jubal struck the sounding shell, 
Or fabling Greece was fond to tell 
That on Parnassus’ mount the Sisters nine 
Breath’d their symphonies divine— 

In ev’ry age, in ev’ry clime, 
*Mid Lapland snows, or where the spicy gale 
Of ever-blooming Summer scents the vale, 
Your wondrous pow’r doth mortal man obey, 
And own your universal sway. 


It is an heav’nly voice that sings! 
Some hand immortal sweeps the strings ! 
To Jesse’s lyre the magic notes belong :— 
He sings,—and, lo! the potent song 
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Makes Israel’s King affrighted stand, 
The jav'ltn trembles in his nerveless hand ; 
And Vengeance, weaken’d by the melting strain, 
Strives to strike,—but strives in vain ! 
Each raging passion in the Monarch’s breast 
Yields to the dulcet sounds, and sinks to rest. 
Again he listens to the lyre— 
The yielding tyrants of the heart 
Spread their black wings, and quick depart ; 
While the pleasing notes inspire 
A purer flame, a gentler fire. 


But hark! I hear a loud tumultuous strain 
Rise on the breezes of the troubled main ! 
From Mona’s heights the Druid throng 
Sing to their harps the dying song 
Of Liberty !—The awful sounds inspire 
Their hallow’d bosoms with impetuous fire : 
Enrag’d, they hurry to the war, 

Where grim Death threatens in his scythed car. 
Their madd’ning fury scorns to fear 

Th’ uplifted sword, the hissing spear ; 

The grisly warriors they defy— 

They liv’d for freedom, and for freedom die; 

They strike their harps in death,—the solemn sound 
Spreads havoc and confusion round : 

Beside those harps their mangled forms remain, 

To glut the vulture and pollute the plain. 


Why, gentle shepherd, on the mountain’s brow, 
With dang’ rous footsteps dost thou love to go? 
Careless where thy flocks shall stray, 

Why dost thou sometimes take the dubious way, 
Within the thorny tanglings of the wood, 

Or where the willow weeps beside the flood? 
Has Amaryllis’ voice thy bosom charm’d, 

And all thy tender feelings warm’d 

With anxious love and soft desire ? 

Return, thou pensive swain, the am’rous fire ! 
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Oh! make the reed declare thy flame, 

And teach the Echos Amaryllis’ name ; 
Thy notes shall steal into her breast, 

And with their soft’ning pow’r control 

The secret wishes of her soul ; 

Oh ! let her hear thy tender strain, 

Lur’d by the sound, she soon will quit the plain ; 
She soon, like thee, devoid of rest, 

Will stray amidst the tanglings of the wood, 

Or with the willow weep beside the flood ; 

Thy warblings sweet will her fond passion move, 

And charm her alter’d heart to thee and Love. 


Oh ! turn not thine attentive ear 
To those sweet sounds, thou lovely boy ! 
Those magic sounds ’tis death to hear, 
They only charm thee to destroy ! 
’Tis Circe sings, to tempt thee to her bow’r— 
There she has scatter’d ev’ry fragrant flow’r; 
But ’midst those flow’rs the pois’ nous adders lie, 
And her enchanting pow’rs but lead to Infamy. 
Oh ! turn thine eyes to where yon circling train 
Enjoy the pleasures of the plain ! 
Go join the dance,—go join the song,—= 
With them the festive hours prolong, 
In harmless sports, and merry glee, 
To sound of rural minstrelsy ; 
Their pleasures Virtue doth attend, 
For Pleasure there is Virtue’s friend, 


The passions rise,—again, they die 
By the power of Harmony :— 
The soft lute sooths the lover’s pains ; 
The trumpet sounds in martial strains— 
And lo! the vet’ran, mark’d with many a scar, 
Hastes impatient to the war: 
While to the sacred choir ’tis given 
To raise th’ enraptur’d soul to Heaven ! 
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ODE TO UNCERTAINTY ; 
WRITTEN DURING A SUSPENDED. NEGOTIATION, 


a 


Waite thro’ the air fast fly the driving clouds, 
And veil by fits the swift declining sun ; 
Then, when the raven has his flight begun 

To the dark wood, that with deep gloom enshrouds 

The distant hill— 
When the bat begins his flight, 
And seeks his prey in eve’s despite ; 
When the owl, with solemn hoot, 
Mocks the lover’s lonely flute 
By. yonder rill— 
When the beetle wings his:way, 
Joyous, atthe close of day ; 
When from yon roof, with moss o’ergrown, 
(Whence wanders wide the fearful clown,) 
Loud the pealing organ pours 
On the neighbour-river’s shores 
The vesper hyma—lI bend the knee 
To thee, dull pow’r—UNcERTAINTY. 


Tis thou, who, o’er th’ enraptur’d lover’s kiss, 
Throw’st the suspicious damp that poisons bliss ; 
The youthful warrior’s promis’d glory shrinks, 
When at thy chilling fount he fated drinks ; 
His laurels fade— 
The love-lorn shepherd, curs’d by thee, 
No longer seeks the fav’rite tree, ba 
Where the fond sculpture mark’d his flame ; 
He trembles at:a rival’s name, 
And seeks the shade— 
Thou bid’st the merchant start with fears, 
When the rattling storm he hears ; 
Thy pow’r unnerves the bravest tar, 
Who dauntless met the bolts of war; 
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The greatest Monarch ’midst his state 
Shrinks at thy touch, and doubts his fate— 
Then from thy influence set me free, 

Pll bend to thee—UNcERTAINTY. 


Would the dread Lord who rules this tearful world, 
Who oft has cross’d me in my joyful hour, 
Who on my bliss UNcertarnty has hurl’d, 
And made me, trembling, own his holy pow’r, 
Oppress’d to earth— 
Who, when I’ve thought to clasp an ardent friend, 
Has chill’d me with a hated foe’s embrace ; 
One who has bade me ail my cares unbend, 
Then stabb’d my hopes beneath a smiling face, 
And seeming mirth 
Presumptuous fool! recall the pray’r ; 
Man’s joy must be commix’d with. care ; 
And happiest he, who, in life’s feast, 
Tastes of UNcERTAINTY the least. 
Then, ’midst the scenes decreed by Fate, 
Which on my chequer’d being wait, 
My doubts be few, and still to thee 
I'll bend the knee—U NCERTAINTY, 
Lyceum Theatre. T. MarsHatt, 
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THE BIRCH. 


RC 





Tuo’ the oak be the prince and the pride of the grove, 
An emblem of power, and the fav’rite of Jove; 
Tho’ Pheebus with laurel his temples has bound, 
And with chaplets of poplar Alcides is crown’d ; 
Tho’ Pallas the olive has grac’d with her choice, 
And old Mother Cybel in pines may rejoice ; 
Tho’ Bacchus delights in the ivy and vine, 
And Venus her garlands with myrtle entwine ; 
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Yet the Muses declare, after diligent search, 

No tree can be found to compare with the Birch. 

The Birch, they aver, is the true tree of knowledge, 

Rever’d by each school, and remember’d at college. 

Tho’ Virgil’s fam’d tree might produce, as its fruit, 

A crop of vain dreams, and strange whims for each shoot, 

Yet the Birch, on each bough, on the top of each switch, 

Bears the essence of grammar—the eight parts of speech ! 

’Mongst the leaves are conceal’d more than Mem’ry can 
mention, 

All cases, all genders, all forms of declension. 

Nine branches, when cropped by the hands of the Nine, 

And duly arranged in a parallel line, 

Tied up in nine folds of a mystical string, 

Then soak’d for nine days in cold Helicon’s spring, 

A sceptre composed for a pedagogue’s hand, 

Like the fasces of Rome, a true badge of command. 

The sceptre thus finish’d, like Moses’s rod, 

From flints can draw tears, and give life to a clod. 

Should darkness Egyptian, or ignorance, spread 

Their clouds o’er the mind, or envelop the head, 

This rod thrice apply’d puts the darkness to flight, 

Disperses the clouds and restores us to light ; 

Like the virga divina, ’twill find out the vein 

Where lurks the rich metal, the gold of the brain. 

Should Genius a captive by sloth be confin’d, 

Or the witchcraft of Pleasure prevail o’er the mind, 

This magical wand but apply with a stroke, 

The spell is dissolv’d, the enchantment is broke ! 

Like Hermes’s rod, these switches inspire 

Rhetorical thunder and Poetry’s fire ; 

And if Morpheus our temples in Lethe should steep, 

These switches untie all the fetters of Sleep. 

Here dwells strong Conviction, of Logic the glory, 

When ’tis used with precision, @ posterior?. 
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I've known a short lecture most strongly prevail, 
When duly apply’d to the head through the tail ; 
Like th’ electrical shock in an instant ’tis spread, 
And flies with a jerk from the tail to the head, 
Promotes circulation and thrills thro’ each vein, 

The faculties quickens and purges the brain. 

By sympathy thus, and consents of the parts, 

We're taught, fundamentally, classics and arts ; 
The Birch, a priori, apply’d to the palm, 

Will settle disputes or a passion becalm ; 

Whatever disorders prevail in the blood, 

The Birch can correct them like guaiacum-wood ; 
As the fam’d rod of Circe to brutes could turn men, 
So the twigs of the Birch can unbrute them again ; 
Like the rod of the Sibyl, that branch of pure gold, 
The twigs can the gates of Elysium unfold; 

That Elysium of learning, where pleasures abound, 
These sweets that still flourish on classical ground. 
Prometheus’s rod, which, mythologists say, 

Fetch’d fire from the sun, to give life to the clay, 
Was a rod well apply’d, his new man to inspire 
With taste for the arts, and their genius to fire: 
This bundle of rods may suggest this reflection, | 
That the arts with each other maintain a connexion. 
Another good moral this bundle of switches 

Points out to our notice, and silently teaches ; 

For, as twigs well united can scarcely be broken, 
Of peace and good neighbourhood these are a token. 
Then, if such are its virtues, we'll bow to the tree, 
And Birch, like the Muses, immortal shall be. 
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TO AMELIA. 


a 


Some say you’re fair; I think so too; 
Have many charms, and eyes divine ; 
And yet, Amelia, ’tis too true, 
To love you, truly, is not mine: 


For, such your vanity and whim, 
You lend each idle fop your ear, 
And care alike for all with him 
Who does but hand you to your chair, 


Then learn from me (nor take it ill), 
Ere beauty in its blossom dies, 

Our sex are govern’d at your will, 
But female rangers we despise. 








FRENCH EPIGRAM. 
a 


A YOUNG STUDENT AT COLLEGE WROTE ON THE TOP OF 
HIs LATIN EXERCISE THE FOLLOWING DISTICH :—— 


C’est a elle je donne mon ceeur, 
Qui fait ma joie, et mon bonheur. 


WHICH HIS MASTER ANSWERED THUS :— 


Quoi! tant de joie pour votre Belle, 
L’amour n’est plus q’une bagatelle ; 
Mais si vous etes si amoureux 

De chercher tant un soin heureux; 
Choisissez donc en diligence, 
Minerve la Belle de la science. 
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IMPROMPTU, 
ON OBSERVING SOME PERSONS LAUGH AT A CRIPPLE. 
— 


Ox! why thus laugh with seeming scorn, 
Aud view you cripple with disdain ? 
Know, to misfortune all are born, 
And all susceptible of pain. 


The roseate cheek, the sparkling eye, 
External beauty may impart ; 
But in the breast of sable die 
We often find the purest heart. 


The potter forms his work of clay, 
And fire and salt complete the pan ; 
Thus Nature only stamps the form, 
But manners always make the man. 
Rusticus. 


din in 1 - 
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RHAPSODY. 
ae 

As thro’ the grove I took my careless way, 

Along the skies a vivid meteor flew ; 
With horror struck, the Moon declin’d her ray, 

The stars grew faint, and from the scene withdrew ! 
As back I hurried thro’ the gloomy wood, 

With magic sounds each hollow-cavern rung ; 
Amaz’d, in thoughtful attitude I stood, 

While thus some spirit exquisitely sung :— 


‘* Her tuneful tongue, in silence clos’d, 
‘* No more shall glow with numbers sweet ; 
‘* Upon yon bank she oft repos’d, 
‘« When Ev’ning view’d the sun retreat; 
‘* There oft I saw her musing wild— 
** Sweet Fancy’s unassuming child ! 
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‘«¢ For well she knew the harp to string, 


** And to its tones sublimely sing :— 

“* There oft I've seen her, wrapp’d in thought, 
‘¢ Fast in the arms of Genius caught ; 

‘© Or down the sweetly rippling stream, 

** Deep-musing o’er the Poet’s theme; 

‘¢ Or where yon weeping willows mourn 

‘© Around immortal Shakspeare’s urn. 


‘* But, ah! no more shall I behold 

‘* Those eyes serene, with pity flowing; 
‘‘ Nor hear at eve her harp unfold 

‘* Its music nervous, wild, and glowing. 


‘«¢ On yonder rock’s terrific height, 
‘* That mocks the circumambient sky, 
‘* Amid the sulph’rous glooms of night 
‘* She watch’d the red-wing’d meteors fly ! 
‘© Hence, much, I ween, she lov’d to dwell 
** Remote from all unholy cares ; 
‘* And with her deep sonorous shell, 
‘* To wrest a soul from lowest hell, 
‘« Or lure an angel from the spheres *! 


“« One night I saw her, when the clouds 
‘* Ingulf‘d the moon’s ethereal ray, 

‘¢ Toss’d on a bark’s precarious shrouds, 
‘«* Of whirlwinds and of waves the prey ! 


‘¢ But, ah! no more shall I behold 

** Those eyes serene, with pity flowing; 
‘© Nor hear at eve her lyre unfold 

‘* Its music nervous, wild, and glowing.” 


Charm’d with the strain the spirit sung, 
My soul resign’d it’s former dread ; 
The lamp of Heav’n suspended hung, 
And, as the stars their lustre flung, 
I saw the fav’rite’s lowly bed. 








* © She drew an angel down.” 
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It stood beside as pure a stream 
As Genius ever lov’d to view— . 
As ever nurs’d a Poet’s dream, 
Or bland Imavination drew : 
Th’ inscription-stone these words supplies— 
‘* Here, stranger! plaintive Seward lies !” 


Grafton-Street, 1809. J. G. 








ee 


APOSTROPHE TO “ BEECH-GROVE,” 


A BEAUTIFUL SPOT, SITUATED NEAR BURFORD, IN 
OXFORDSHIRE. 


commen ccemenenillll 


Au! peaceful spot ! where Nature’s loveliest bloom 
In rich luxuriance spreads a thousand charms, 
Tho’ long a stranger to thy woodland gloom, 
The fond impression still my bosom warms :—+ 


Tho’ torn for ever from thy walks so green, 
Thy paths entangled and thy rural bow’rs, 

Yet Mew’ ry still retains the distant scene, 
And forms the solace of my pensive hours. 


The wild Elysium of thy woodbine shade 

First taught my tongue to lisp the measur’d line ; 
The hallow’ d thickets of thy silent glade 

First saw me bending at the Muses’ shrine. 


How oft, while stretch’d upon thy leafy ground, 
Each anxious trouble lull’d to sweetest rest, 

Burst on the gale that gently sported round 
The warm effusions of my raptur’d breast ? 


Oh, bless’d retreat ! where, pensive and alone, 
So oft I’ve watch’d the close of parting day, 

How oft I’ve listen’d, while, in mellow tone, 
The blackbird warbled from the distant spray ! 

2T2 
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How have I caught, with exquisite delight, 
The varied sounds that struck my ravish’d ears ; 
And o’er the landscape, fainting on the sight, 
Cast a wide glance, and melted into tears ! 


Oh! I have stray’d amid thy lofty trees, 
And paus’d in ecstacy, devoid of speech ; 
While o’er my head the gentle ev’ ning breeze 
Died in soft murmurs on the nodding beech. 


Such was my lot in childhood’s bappier days, 
Ere my young bosom felt Affliction’s storm, 
Ere Absence snatch’d the prospect from my gaze, 
And cank’ring Sorrow rear’d her meagre form. 


But, doom’d, sweet spot ! thy rural charms to fly, 
Far from thy shades, from all thy pleasures, torn, 
I cherish Mem’ry with a pensive sigh, 


And trace them but to weep—remember but to mourn. 


Oscar W. Cove. 
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ASPERN. 


a 


SANGUINE and dubious was the fight, 
Its sullen issue lost in night ; 
None could yet boast the victor’s right, 
Nor feel the vanquish’d shame. 
On Danube’s banks exhausted stood 
The sev’ral armies, while the flood, 
Strew’d with wild ruin, red with blood, 
And clogg’d with corses, came ! 
But diff’rent thoughts each host possest— 
It rais’d the pride of Austria’s crest, 
And Gallia’s eagle-wings deprest, 
That day of doubtful fame, 
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New feelings throb at Europe’s heart ; 

Balanc’d, for once, the armies part, 

And France’s force, her leader’s art, 
For, once are tried in vain. 

And (thus fond Expectation dreams) 

His fated star declining seems, 

His fortune’s full and flowing streams 
Begin to ebb again. 

What tho’ he rule unnumber’d hosts, 

W hat tho’ he drain an hundred coasts, 

Tho’ conquest in his grasp he boasts, 
Yet Heav’n may break the chain. 


Woe to the world ! that dreadful chain 
Will not be broken ! Aspern’s plain, 
Still red, still loaded with the slain, 

Shail be his triumph-seat ! 
The night glooms round, the waters rise, 
Earth shakes, the howling tempest flies— 
Scar’d by the omens of the skies, 

The sentinels retreat ! 
Now is the Tyrant’s hour to arm— 
He rides the waves, subdues the storm, 
Plans the vast battle into form, 

And Austria’s at his feet. 


What pow’r, what valour, now shall keep 
Foul Slavery’s cup froin Europe’s lip, 
And from her flesh the torturing whip, 
And from her limbs the gyves ? 
Oh! none but Britain, Ocean’s queen ! 
She, angel-like, from seat serene, 
Descends upon the stormy scene, 
Where suff’ring Virtue strives— 
Descends to aid, protect, inspire, 
To brave and foil the Oppressor’s ire, 
And warn mankind that Freedoms fire, 
While she exists, survives ! 





W. S. 
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LINES 
WRITTEN AT SCARBOROUGH. 


—-— 
Ye lovely scenes, where, warm in youth, 
Thro’ Fancy’s paths, to radiant Truth 
I hail’d the flow’ry way ; 
Where once the star of Genius shed 
Around her Shakspeare's laurell’d head 
The beams of heav'nly day ; 


Still, on thy banks’ poetic stream, 

Methinks, in Rapture’s brightest beam, 
I see his eyeballs roll ! 

Beyond Creation’s narrow bound, 


High soars, by hands celestial crown’d, 
His Heav’n-directed soul. 


On yonder hill I see thy state ! 

The sons of song around thee wait, 
To catch the honied strain. 

Ye scenes of glory ! worlds of light ! 


Spare, oh! spare, my aching sight, 
Nor fire my madd’ning brain! 


To humbler themes my harp is strung; 
To humbler themes my feeble tongue 
Shall wake the rural note: 
The shepherd's simple reed is mine; 
To thee, unenvy’d, | resign 
The trumpet’s brazen throat. 
Still, ling’ring on thy native plain, 
Where Nature, Genius, Virtue, reign, 
To bright-ey’d Fancy true, 
I gaze on scenes where joys are past, 
Whose mem’ry shall for ever last, 
And kindle at the view. 


A thousand airy forms appear— 
Thy phantom, Hope, thy shadow, Fear, 
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That now disturb no more : 
Again I feel the sudden joy, 
Again from Pity’s glist’ning eye 
The streams of sorrow pour. 
Say, Mem’ry ! say, shall Friendship glow 
With equal warmth amid the flow 
Of Life’s tumultuous tide ? 
When furies ride the angry storm, 
Shall Friendship shew her angel-form, 
My shatter’d bark to guide? 


Yes, Mem’ry! yes; while Nature bears 
The storms of Fate, the flood of years, 
Tlat flame shall warm my heart ; 
And, till the lamp of life expires, 
The name that this fond bosom fires 
Shall never thence depart. 
A. RuesBean. 


























SONNET. 
i 
Way do I roam these silent bow’rs among, 
When all seems hush’d in darkness, and in sleep, 
List’nivg attentive to the night-bird’s song, 
That even now thrills exquisitely deep? 


Why here, at eve, from Dissipation’s throng, 
When the far moon adorns the cloudless sky, 
Do I my visit anxiously prolong, 
Profoundly musing on eternity ? 


Because ’twas here, at ev’ning’s holy hour, 

W hat time the wild bee hies him swiftly home, 
My pensive soul felt Inspiration’s pow’r, 

And sweet Ophelia on my arm would roam :— 


Twas here we rov’d, enamour’d of the scene, 


Far from the eyes of Jealousy and Spleen, 
J. G. 
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ADDRESS OF A SOLDIER’S WIFE TO HER HUSBAND, 
ON THE EVE OF A BATTLE. 
TR 
Hark ! the trumpet calls to battle, 
Calls my Edward to the fight ; 
Hark! the signal-cannons rattle— 
Nature shudders at the sight. 


Oh, my Edward ! must thou leave me? 
Must thou seek a foreign shore? 

Will these arms no more receive thee ? 
Will they never clasp thee more? 


Oh ! how fearful is the story ! 
Oh ! how quickly fall the brave ! 
Oh ! how sad the thirst for glory,— 
How insatiable the grave ! 


Think, my Edward ! how alarming, 
Think how dire the scream of death! 
See, Revenge itself disarming, 
Sadly flows the parting breath ! 
See the slaughter’d ghosts, arising, 
Ask for vengeance from the skies ! 
Wild their looks, and agonizing— 
Pale their cheeks, and sunk their eyes! _ 


See, the demon Desolation 
Hovers o’er the fallen dead ! 

Soft and sad, in lamentation, 
Pity hides her gentle head ! 


Loudly sounds the pealing thunder, 
Swiftly fly the balls of death ! 

See those limbs all torn asunder— 
Feel, oh! feel, the parting breath ! 


Heard you not the pris’ners, kneeling, 
Ask for mercy,—but in vain ? 

Oh! how dreadful is the feeling ! 
Oh! how exquisite the pain ! 
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Edward ! Edward! think and tremble, 
Think upon the soldier’s state ; 

Lest thine own perhaps resemble 
Their severe, tho’ glorious, fate. 


Think 


no more on martial story, 


Let not war my Edward move ; 
Quit, oh! quit,the plains of glory— 
Yield the victery to Love. 











THE FOOT-BALL MATCH. 


at EE 


Let not Ambition mock their useful toil, 


Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 


Their homely joys, and destiny obscure ; 


ee 














S. R. A. 


Wuite George, illustrious, rules our happy land, 
Dispensing Justice with benignant hand ; 
While smiling Health trips cheerly o’er the fields, 


And the rich soil a gen’rous harvest yields ; 
Be mine the task, in rude untutor’d strains, 
To sing the pleasures of the village-swains ; 


In jarring verse those heartfelt joys to shew, 


Which oft I’ve felt, and rustics only know, 


When the round foot-ball seeks the welcome goal, 
And ardour burns in each determin’d soul. 


In Hunts’ fair county is a village shewn, 
That Agricultare. fondly calls her own, 
Where ev’ry morn invites to daily toil, 
And ev’ry eve athletic sports beguile : 
There liv’d, unknown to Folly’s wanton throng, 
Henry, the hero of my humble song. 


When active swains contended on the green, 
What youth go strong, so finely form’d, was seen? 


VOL. I. 
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His manly features, richly ting’d with health, 
Confus’d the pallid cheek of lordly wealth; 
While his superior skill in ev’ry play 

Obtain’d the highest honours of the day. 

T'was his to throw the bowl, to pitch the quoit, 
And bid the foot-ball tire the aching sight ; 

To dance or wrestle on the verdant mead, 

To guide the plouglishare, and the team to feed. 
Nor will his wond’rous leap be e’er forgot, 

Nor how the children gamboll’d o’er the spot ; 
Full twenty feet he cover’d at a bound, 

And bore the hat, triumphant, off the ground :— 
In short, his cot was fill’d with prizes won, 

And ev’ry father wish'd for such a son. 


Thus, lov’d by all, he liv’d in much renown, 
When Tom the Tinker journey’d to the town. 
Oft had young Henry heard that champion’s fame, 
Yet knew the dusky hero but by name ; 
While Tom, no stranger to his praises too, 
Resolv’d to learn, incog. if all were true. 


Not long the gallant Tinker lay conceal’d, 
For ev’ry eve our hero’s might reveal’d; 
Frankly then Tom his rival’s pow’rs confest, 
And emulation fir’d his swelling breast ; 
He sought his comrades, told them such a tale, 
When o’er their cups, and warm’d with gen’rous ale, 
That ev’ry honest youth indignant swore 
Henry’s fair fame should soon be heard no more. 
Ralpho propos’d a challenge should be wrote, 
And Edward offer’d to convey the note ; 
But here stern Learning cross’d the bold design, 
For not a soul could write a single line. 


Amazement reign’d—each hero wip’d his face, 
Laid down his pipe—and ponder’d o’er the case; 
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Dull Disappointment hover’d round the room, 
And cast on ev’ry face a dismal gloom ; 
Envy, awhile, the rustic heart possest, 
And Discord, doubting, mingled with the rest. 


Thus, torn by various passions, all the throng 
Their ale neglected, and forgot their song; 
At length, my friends, the gallant Tinker cried, 
This sad deficiency may be supplied ; 
Be our’s to make old Goodman Dobbs a friend, 
He’ll write, for sixpence, all we wish to send,— 
Huzza! they ery’d, and Discord sneak’d away, 
Envy retir’d—and ev'ry face was gay. 


Just as they spoke, old Dobbs came stalking in, 
Stiff as a poker, and almost as thin ; 
His solemn gait and frozen face bespoke 
The small regard he bore for mirth or joke ; 
A settled sneer, that curl’d his snubby nose, 
Express’d contempt alike for friends and foes : 
While his sharp eye (for one, alas! was gone) 
Disdain’d to notice merit—not his own. 
His was the art to sing—without a tune, 
Or pump hoarse thunder from the harsh bassoon ; 
Self-taught, he play’d the choicest airs—by rote, 
And scorn’d the trifling nonsense of a note; 
He also toll’d the bell, and bore the spade, 
And many an artful task perform’d—if paid ; 
For well the ways of worldly men he knew, 
And never gave advice, and credit too. 


This truth his present conduct clearly prov’d; 
At first he heard their little tale unmov’d; 
Said he’d consider, hemm’d, and turn’d his wig, 
And paus’d awhile—and look’d amazing big. 
Tom took the hint, and, as their rhet’ric fail’d, 
Produc’d the shining tester—and prevail’d. 
2u2 
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The chiefs of either party fix’d the day, 


These facts premis'd—’twill now suffice to re 
And ev’ry youth was eager for the play. 


At length the swains assemble on the place, 
Health’s rosy glow on ev’ry honest face ; 
The ground is mark’d, the diff’rent goals prepar’d, 
The purpose of their meeting next declar’d ; 
All thoughts of enmity these youths disclaim, 
And nobly strive for conquest and for fame. 


Say then, my Muse, who first the game began ? 
’T was honest Simon—John the cobbler’s man ; 
A hand-kick sent the harden’d globe on high, 
The tim’rous pigeon scarce so swift can fly ; 
Each rustic’s eyes, observant, mark’d its fall, 
And Hal the Butcher met the welcome ball, 
Which, by his sturdy foot impell’d along, 
Sought, with rapidity, the eager throng, 

When Ralpho’s lofty forehead stopp’d its force, 
And by the contact chang’d its furious course : 
He rubb’d the place, and, smiling at the pain, 
Resum’d his wonted hardiness again. 


Now dire Contention madden’d o’er the ground, 
And artful Bod was slily circling round ; 
For oft that youth by nicer skill prevail’d, 
When those with far superior strength had fail’d ; 
But here, alas! his deep designs were cross’d, 
And half the lustre of his laurels lost ; 
The Blacksmith saw, pursu’d the heedless swain, 
And threw him headlong on the verdant plain. 


The conqu'ring Smith's success was quickly seen, 
And gain’d the hearty plaudits of the green ; 
When Ralph, in Friendship’s ties excell’d by none, 
Revengeful srappled Vulcan’s brawny son ; 
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And, ah ! the Blacksinith’s arm avails no more, 
He falls where luckless Robert fell before ; 
And furious, rising, blam’d the slippery place 
While shame and anger flush’d his manly face, 


The solid orb with double swiftness flies, 
And noisy shouts and laughter rend the skies ; 
Each side, by turns, some small advantage gains, 
And pleasing hope in ev’ry bosom reigns. 


Meantime, a youth, excell’d perhaps by few, 
To face the gallant Henry nearer drew ; 
With haughty looks the adverse rustics meet— 
How flash their eyes, how clash their sturdy feet! 
Henry, impetuous, kick’d the ball away, 
And Edward on the ground extended lay ; 
While Simon, hast’ning to his comrade’s aid, 
By Hal the Butcher on the turf was laid. 


Here Ralph encounters William, on the plain, 
So chance contrives, or so the Fates ordain ; 
Their gen’rous breasts with manly ardour beat, 
But Welliam quickly laid him at his feet, 
Then flew with eager haste to seize the ball, e 
And, laughing, bade defiance to them all ; 
When Tom, who saw with grief the recent fray, ) 
And found his gallant friend had lost the day, ' tier 
Chagrin‘’d to hear the braggart’s noisy mirth, | 
Advanc’d with speed, and dash’d him on the earth— 
And there, while senseless with the fall he lay, 
The Tinker bore the-stiffen’d globe away ; 
Onward he rush’d, and all was nearly lost, 
When frowning Fate the hardy chieftian cross’d ; 
At that nice moment, Dusty Dick was seen . 
To grasp the swarthy hero of the green: 
Careless the Tinker seiz’d his youthful foe, 
And scornful ery’d ** Such children ought to ae 
But bere the active miller laid him low, 
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His ample shoulders press’d the beaten ground, 
And peals of heartfelt mirth were heard around. 
He rose indignant, rais’d his voice aloud, 

And soon derang’d the laughter of the crowd ; 
Furious he leap’d amidst the merry throng, 
And many a rustic on the verdure flung :— 

So sweeps the rapid torrent o’er the plain, 

And little ramparts lift their heads in vain. 


Now as the dusky chief came thund’ring on, 
And his vain partners thought the vict’ry won, 
Henry, intvepid, sprang before them all, 
Stopp’d his career, and kick’d aloft the ball: 
Th’ affrighted ball with ten-fold fury flew, 
And where it fell the rustics never knew. 


Abruptly thus the hardy contest ends, ° 
And ev’ry swain shook hands, and parted friends. 3 


Be 














SONNET. 
—_—— 
Husn, Zephyr! hush; methinks some magic sound, 
Sublimely awful, penetrates the gloom 
Where yonder willows spread their branches reund 
The lov’d Ophelia’s solitary tomb ! 


Again it rises on the feverish gale, 
But still imperfect on mine ear it seems ; 
Sure ’tis some spirit mourning in the vale, 
Scar'd at the lightning’s melancholy gleams. 


Behold, where, sweeping the ethereal shell, 
Yon spirit stalks majestically slow ! 

Tis she, the maid my genius lov’d so well, 
Burst from the dreary solitude below— 


Fondly retracing where so oft, at night, 
Those walks we roam'd, beneath the moon’s pale light ! 
J.G. 
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TO MATILDA IN TEARS. 


ee 


Say why those eyes of iiquid fire, 
Whose balmy tenderness delight, 

Whose languid sweetness fan desire, 
O’erflow with tears, yet are so bright ? 


Yet, if ’twere Pity drew them there, 
And if ’tis Sorrow melts thine eyes, 
Then, dearest girl, thy grief I’ll share 
With kindred tears, with kindred sighs. 


And, if ’tis Love floats in those orbs, 

Oh! say why tears obstruct their sight ? 
Yes, speak the feeling that absorbs 

Their sparkling lustre, dazzling light. 


Yet if those tears, enchanting fair, 
Exist thy innocerice to prove, 

May Heav’n preserve them ever there, 

. Sacred to Constancy and Love. 


S. B. Frome. 








7 
———__-_—_ -__ ] 7 
LINES 
OCCASIONED BY THE SPLENDID VICTORY OF TALAVERA. 
Somer. 72. cael 


At the foot of an oak lay Britannia, reclining, 
Oppress’d by despondence and gloom ; 

Her bosom to troubled emotions resigning, 
And faded her once lovely bloom. . 

On Futurity’s clouds her eye fearfully glane’d, 
Her breast heav’d convulsive with sorrow, 

As she vainly endeavour'd to pierce the dark mist 

That shrouded her view of to-morrow. 
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Vain, vain, she exclaim’d, is my constant endeavour 
Fell Tyranny’s torrent to stem ; 
How vainly each patriot-struggle I favour, 
Each act of oppression condemn. 
The ruthless destroyer moves vengefully on ; 
I contemplate o’erloaded with sorrow ; 
Nor dare my sad bosom indulge the dear hope 
Of a better and brighter to-morrow. 


She spoke, when before her, with radiance beaming, 
The goddess of Liberty stood ; 
Ah! cease, my lov’d daughter, those tears, which, fast 
streaming, 
Pour out in so copious a flood: 
Cease thy sad lamentations, thy energies rouse, 
No longer indulge thus in sorrow ; 
On Tajo’s rich banks see a bright star arise, 
To shine on a happier to-morrow. 


<i St ate 
By OE ila tae 6 A y 
2 SME ae Ze § > 


Lo! at fam’d Talavera Napoleou’s fell legions 
Thy terrible vengeance have felt ; 
Brave Well’sley, once more, in Iberian regions, 
On thy enemies ruin has dealt : 
Then rouse, my Britannia, their efforts assist, 
Bid adieu to Despondence and Sorrow ; 
Let Hispania resolve now to shake off the yoke, 
And bright sunshine shall gild her to-morrow. 
Cupar, Fife. Ww. 


———— 





| 





EPITAPH. 
| 
HERE lies, beneath a solitary stone, 

A lover’s bliss, which once he thought his own : 

His feeling heart these trembling lines inscrib’d, 
For her who budded, blossom’d, bloom’d, and died. 
Oh! could his feelings touch her pensive ghost, 
They’d tell her that twas he who lov’d her most. 

P. W. 
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TRANSLATION OF DE BARREAUX’S HYMN) 


FROM THE SPECTATOR. 


ae 


Great God! thy righteous judgments we confess ; 
To be propitious is thy pleasure still ; 

But such my crimes, so great, so numberless, 
Offended Mercy shrinks at so much ill. 


Be thou reyardless of my bitter tears, ; 
Withhold my pardon for thy justice sake ; 
Cut short my few unprofitable years, 
And let my forfeit life atonement make. 


Thy precious gift of grace, O Lord ! mispent, 
Leaves to thy power only choice of pain; _ 

My God, I fall beneath thy punishment, 
O, glorious thought ! that I may rise again. 

Tis true, O Lord! my life thou should’st demand, 
And strike a sinner that has dar’d rebel ; | 

But, as thou strik’st, my hepe shall firmer stand— 
A Saviour’s blood was shed—on me it fell! 


Dede 
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TWILIGHT. 
Sap solemn hour, when Fancy’s busy flight, 
In forms fantastic, soars to visions bright ! 
Now, ting’d with Sol’s last beams, thy mantle gray 
Veils ev’ry object of departing day. 


That whistle spoke the shepherd’s labour o'er; _ 


His sheep safe penn’d, arownd his humble door 


Crowd wife and babes ; all hearts with pleasure bound— 


Neighbours assemble, ale and jokes go round. 


Slow midst the grove the hapless lover strays, 
His eyes with rapture on lier portrait gaze ; 
Sudden he starts, upbraids the faithless fair, 
Recalls his curse, and sinks in mute despair. 
VOL. I. 2X 
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Pale Cynthia’s rays thro’ clouds ethereal break, 
Gilding the moss-grown tow’r that heads the lake ; 
Sweet Philomel attunes her warbling near, a 
And cooing turtles break upon the ear. 


Hail, hour I love! when, free from bustling crowds, 
My soul, absorb’d in musing, gains the clouds, 
With rapture contemplates the joys of Heaven, 
And grateful pray’r ascends for favours given. a 
Once could these scenes still greater joy impart, 
When Cath’rine, much-lov’d sister of my heart, 
With fond affection on my bosom hung, 
And unfeign’d love flow’d from her seraph’s tongue. 


Those joys are pass’d, my throbbing heart o’erswells, 
Whilst fond remembrance on thy image dwells ; y 
The sad sigh heaves, big tears my cheeks bedew, 
Stern Separation’s cruel pangs renew. 


Yet why these bitter sighs, these selfish tears ? 
My Cath’rine’s absence Pleasure’s aspect wears ; 
Where’er she turns, some rosy joy finds birth, 
Diffusing round content and social mirth. 


This thought shall hush each murm’ring wish to rest, 
And Hope, sweet fairy, paints the hour so blest ; 
When to this throbbing heart thy form I press, 


My feeble pen lacks pow’r our bliss t’ express. 
M. S. 


THE PROGRESS OF LEARNING, 
WITHOUT THE ADVANTAGE OF EDUCATION. 














~~ 

As when some lord has found a golden mine, 

And Av’rice grudges his manorial right ; 
So, when neglected Worth begins to shine, 

Pale Envy sneers, and sickens at the sight. 
The leading features of my artless lay 

Describe how rustics, fill’d with Learning’s love, 
By force of Genius urge their destin’d way 
Thro’ all obstructions, talents to improve. 
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Yes, ample minds are ever most alert, 

Their pow’rful feelings like a furnace glow, 
And evermore Herculean strength exert, 

To charge and conquer ev’ry rising foe! 


Great minds wax strong where little spirits tire, 
Rais’d up by Heav’n for purposes unknown; 
Surrounding dangers only give them fire 
To push their purpose till the prize be won. 


If oft repuls’d, like strong elastic springs, 
Their mental pow’rs assume redoubled force ; 

Whilst Perseverance, with assiduous wings, 
Pursues the object with unwearied course, 


But little minds resemble tim’rous hares, 
Which start and tremble at a falling leaf; 
The great soul, like the lordly lion, dares 
A host of foes, altho’ besieg’d with grief, 


Most men are govern’d by their foolish whims, 
For no decision marks the way they take; 

In mercy hope, and keep from flagrant crimes, 
Then brave the chilling frown, or sword, or stake. 


«* What man has done, that man can surely do,” 
Was once a motto fix’d upon a school ; 

A dunce, l’ve heard, its sense was taught to know, 
And gain’d improvement from the pithy rule. 


We know that Genius far surpasses Art, 
But lesser talents surely may improve ; 

Wilt not a youth, whose nymph has gain’d his heart, 
Try ev’ry means to win her modest love ? 


The minds of some appear as fast asleep 
As weary peasants at the midnight hour; 
Their lazy pow’rs a sluggish motion keep 
Around the orbit of the days of yore. 
2x32 
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Far in the country, near a lonely dell, 

Where spacious woods hedge up the trav’ller’s way, 
And nought in hearing but the tinkling bell 

Of bleating flocks, which o’er th’ enclosures stray ,—~ 


The youth was born, whose early taste to learn, 
Tho’ education never favour’d him, 

Within his breast continually did burn, 
Until it rose unto a quenchiess flame. 


His infant manners had a curious taste, 

And seem’d to mark the features of his plan, 
For all his habits wore a native cast, 

And subtle knowledge thro’ his actions ran. 


A studious air appear’d in ev’ry look ; 
He always fled the herd of vulgar boys, 
To muse alone, or ponder o’er his book, 
Which shortly wean’d him from all childish toys, 


A perfect stranger to the form of schools, 
Which, if improv’d, contain a good design ; 
But thousands, dragg’d thro’ all the classic rules, 

Come out untutor’d as they enter’d in, 


But, knowing well the sense of right and wrong, 
By conscious instinct unto mortals given, 

He glean’d instruction from his mother-tongue, 
But wholly favour’d by the gift of Heaven, 


S. Fox, 








ASPHAR THE MOOR. 
BY MR. UPTON, 





Mark, mark yon proud structure, that soars to the skies, 
How awfully grand to the passenger’s eyes ! 
How sculptur'd, attention to win ! 
But pass it, ye pilgrims! oh ! pass it with speed, 
For each stone is engrav’d with some murderous deed, 
And the foul fiends of Death lurk within ! 
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Black Asphar, the Lord of.the hellish domain, 

There holds with his harpies his mischief-fraught reign, 
To Mercy and Virtue a foe: 

Soft pity ne’er mov’d ia his flint-callous breast, 

Where lust-burning passion is nurs’d as a guest, 
To lay blooming Innocence low, 


Ye virgins, who dwell near the fatal retreat, 

Ah! trust not his cunning, nor promises sweet ; 
Hence ! away from the dire abode ! 

With gold and with jewels he’s born to ensnare ; 

But shun his black arts, of his proffers beware, 
Nor turn out of Purity’s road. 


What means that dread shriek, which the senses appal ? 
*Tis the cry of distress, and no one hears the call; 
Tis the scream of some victim for aid! 
Again, hark! it bursts with new force on the ear, 
List ! list ! but, alas! no assistance is near, 
Save Heaven, to comfort the maid. 


Tis over! all’s quiet, and silence profound 
Once more throws a mystical horror around, 

A terror no tongue can inake known: 
And vet, gracious Powers ! from whence came that sigh > 
’T was fancy !—or else but the wind rushing by, 

Ah! no;—hark, again! what a groan ! 
There, there, up to Heaven a soul wing’d its course, 
Sent thither by Villa’ny, Rapine, and Force; 

Now Murder, thy reign’s at the flood : 
List ! hark, how it thunders !—that clap shook the spheres ! 
The castle-gate opens—a female appears— 

Her dagger all dripping with blood ! 


*Tis Ravia ! and see, from her bosom of snow, 
How fast the red drops of vitality flow, 
Hot, hot from her heart’s bleeding core ! 
She moves not, she speaks not of sorrow or mirth, 
But suddenly sinks thro’ the wide yawning earth, 
Ingnif’d to be witness’d no more, 
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Ye pilgrims, who chance near the forest to stray, 
Avoid the Black Castle, turn quickly away, 

And tell it to far distant climes— 
There Asphar the Moor is permitted to dwell, 
Till the fiat of Justice consigns him to hell, 

‘* To suffer the pain of his crimes,” 








ORIENTAL SONNET, 


aa 


THE sun had sunk behind the western hills, 
The waters gently flow’d in murm’ring rills : 
By artless Love inspir’d, thus Hamet sung, 
While Bagdat’s plains with the soft echos rung :—~ 


My Selima, my only love, 
Ah ! whither would’st thou fly ? 
By Alla’s self, who reigns above, 
Unless thou’rt true I die. 


Not Fatima was half so dear 
To our great prophet’s breast, 
For, when my Selima is near, 
I’m more divinely blest, 


More beauteous she than is the rose 
That o’er fair Sharon reigns; 
Not half so sweet the lily blows 
On Cyprus’ happy plains. 


If Selima will grant my pray’r, 
If she regard my sighs, 

No other beauty shall have pow’r 
To charm her Hamet’s eyes. 


But, greatly bless’d, with her alone 
A constant heart I'll share, 
And envy not the pempous throne 


Of Asia’s royal pair. . 
LBION, 


so 
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ADDRESS 


OF A WOE-FRAUGHT HEART TO THE SUN, AT HIS RISING. 


ee cee 


On, Sun! on me thine earliest beaming 
Vainly darts resplendent rays; 

For a heart with sorrow teeming 
Tints with gloomy hue my days. 


Bursting forth in crimson morning, 
Nature hails thy potent sway ; 
Flow’ry fields, thy beams adorning, 
Drain their pearly dews away. 


Yet, not thy enliv’ning powers 
Can one cheering ray impart 
To the darkling gloom that lowers 
O’er the region of my heart. 


Frowning Fortune, unpropitious 
To my fancy’s dearest hope, 

Opening views, howe’er auspicious, 
Ever clouds with envious scope. 


Cupar, Fife. Ww. 








TO FANCY. 





Wuat lovely nymph, with airy feet, 
Emerges from yon grove’s retreat ? 
What varied playful beauties grace 
The soft expression of her face ! 

What fascination in her eyes! 

W hat pleasure in her-steps arise ! 

Say, is the lovely fair one known ? 

Or does she dwell in shades alone ? 
Ah! sure 1 know the charming pow’r— 
She oft beguiles the lonely hour! 
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*Tis Fancy, with her lucid train 

Of joys, hopes, wishes, grief, and pain‘ 

She just has left the fond retreat, 

Where ideal phantoms fleet : 

With her I fondly love to stray 

Where Joy and Pleasure lead the way : 

Lur’d by the goddess, oft I see 

The care-wotn child of Misery, 

And mark her tender pow’r restrain 

Heart-rending grief and cruel pain ; 

Or hear her sooth despairing love, 

And ev’ry anxious care remove, 

To her I yield unbounded sway, 

She sooths my mind, and lulls dismay ; 

With Fancy, in her loose attire, 

I often wander to aspire 

The balmy breath of summer-fields, 

And taste the sweets which morning yields : 

With her I rove the flow’ry mead, 

And gather many a blooming weed, 

Or listen to the feather’d throng, 

-> Warbling-eweet their matin song ; 

And now she beckons me away— 

Her call I willingly obey ; 

To all my cares I bid adieu, 

Except what Fancy brings to view, 

And they are such as her sweet pow’r 

Can raise and banish in an hour, 
AZELI. 
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A PASTORAL, 


a. 


WirtH the song of its tenants the grove now resounds, 





In verdure array’d is the plain ; 


Rigid Winter is gone,——and the streams in their bounds 






Now flow, softly murm’ring again. 
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How the sun’s cheering beams the gay landscape adorn, 
And brilliance, unusual, display ! 

They in honour of Celia make brighter the morn, 
And gild with new splendour the day: 


Then, with Spring’s sweetest chaplets adorn’d, ‘to’ the 
green 
Ye shepherds and maidens, repair; 
Let the music and dance give a zést to the scene, 
And innocent pastime be there. 


4 You remember, last year, we for Celia did meet, 
Our homage respectful to pay ;— 

This again is the season ; then join me to greet 
The gladsome return of the day. 


How, since yesterday’s eve, on the fresh-looking mead, 
The daisies and cowslips are grown ; 

And behold! tho’ the mazy dance swiftly we tread, 
No flow’ret as yet is press’d down. op 


Tis the presence of Celia ! Mark yonder these lambs, 
Observe how they frolicsome play ; 

They would seem, as they fearlessly stray from their dams, 
To hail the return of the day ! 


Oh ! in scenes such as these how contented Id live, 
And covet not grandeur or state ; 

For these rural delights that tranquillity give 
Which flies from the haunts of the great. 


Many years may the sun of thy happiness shine, 
And blessings descend-on each ray ! 
Lovely Celia ! may health and enjoyment be thine, 


And happy returns of this day ! 
Cc. S. B. 
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AN ADDRESS TO MY FATHER, 
ON MY BIRTH-DAY. 
a 
Nieut'’s veil withdrawn, in yonder eastern skies 
Aurora’s modest blushes now appear ; 
And this fair day, whose dawning beams arise, 
Crowns of my life another happy year. 


Gaily their annual round his short-liv’d traiz 

Of fleeting days the hand of Time has led ; 
Still in my heart does happiness remain, 

And still sweet peaceful Sleep attends my bed. 


Indulgent source, whence such enjoyments flow, 
May’st thou ne’er cease to be the care of Heaven ! 
To thee, my father, I these pleasures owe, 
By thy paternal love they all are given. 


And ever shall my gratitude have breath, 

While Life’s warm current fills this mortal frame; 
Till, clasp’d within the cold embrace of Death, 

My fav’ rite theme shall be thy honour’d name, 
Full often, when Reflection turns to thee, 

Thy num’rous kindnesses this wish inspire— 
That ev'ry son, as fortunate as me, 

Could boast so generous, so good a sire. 


How quick with airy steps the hours have mov’d, 
While they a brilliant cloudless day attend, 
And bring to me an age that oft has prov’d 
The wealth-expecting minor’s welcome friend. 
But wealth I] never shall desire to have, 


Nor stately mansions, nor wide-spread domains ; 
An humble competence is all I crave, 


In some retreat where Peace for ever reigns, 
Thrice happy those, remov’d from Splendour’s blaze, 
And all the ills of Fashion’s restless life, 
Who pass in quiet temperance their days, 
To courts unknown, and Pride’s contentious strife : 
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And still more happy, if, perchance, they know 
How great the bliss, how exquisite the charms, 
A parent’s love, a parent’s smiles, bestow, 
And filial gratitude their bosoms warms. 


So blest am I; for ’tis my pleasing pride 
A sire of rarely-boasted worth to own, 
Who ne’er to me fair Reason’s suit denied, 
But all the kindness of his heart has shewn. 


Then Heav’n direct my path ! nor let me swerve 
From filial Love, nor Duty’s well-known way ; 
But grant me aid in studying to deserve 


These valued blessings I can ne’er repay. 
C.S. B. 





amas 


NIGHT. 


ET meets 


Now hath the Sun his lumin’d lamp blown out, 
And all the world is veil’d in murky darkness ; 
The ericket now chirps forth his midnight song, 
And chaunts his praises ’mid the silent gloom ;— 
Tis at this hour the miser, too, creeps forth, 

To count, in solitude, his hidden store ;— 
See where he goes, and in his hand is plac’d 
A lighted candle, which a farthing cost ; 
(Enormous sum!) this lights him to his joy, 
And, as he goes to view his much-lov’d gold, 
He mutters half a curse against the eve, 
That puts him to such vast expense for light. 
The sotted, bloated wretch, who, all day long, 
In drinking hath regal’d, now hastens home 
To ’venge on patient wife th’ imagin’d wrongs 
He from his toping comrades hath receiv'd. 
Silence now reigns thro’ ev'ry street and lane, 
Save where the aged watchman bawls, in sounds 
Unseemly, the unheeded hour ;—or where 
2x2 
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The cats, with high-rais’d rumps, and growling voice; 
Perform love’s rites, and make the silence drear. 
The great church-clock with dismal sound tolls one ; 
Somnus now pays a visit to mankind, 

And, here and there, a generous mortal 

Greeteth his presence with a sen’rous snore, 

The dying embers tell the night’s advance ; 

The Poet’s candle too burns dim and pale, 

And seems inclin’d to bid the world good night. 


Liverpool. James Roscoe. 





be aes ~- -_ _ SD 


ODE—TO A ROBIN-REDBREAST. 
IN IMITATION OF THE AUTHORS OF THE REIGN OF 
QUEEN ELIZABETH. 
a 

Hatt ! lyttle minstrel, with the scarlet throte, 

That carrolleste so sweetelye on yon spraye ; 
Thou gaylye trillest thyne owne natyve note, 

And tell’st thy joy to meete the god of daye, 





How diff’rente nowe from when with snowe the grounde 
Was cover’d o’er, and hedge, and bushe, and brake ; 
When nought was seene but Wynter sterne arounde— 
Then droopynge hung thy wynge, and mute thy beke, 
Then camest thou unto mye humble cote, 
With looke so pyteous, seemynge to implore ; 
And then I gave thee foode, for who would not ? 
Who would not spayre a morsel from his store ? 
A loddgeinge too I gave thee in myne hut, 
To shelter thee from colde, and wynde, and raine; 
For who agaynste such innocence could shut 
His doore, or let suche meekenesse beg in vaine? . 
And when mylde Summer did returne agen, 
And clad in greene was ev’rye spraye and bushe, 
For lybertye thy bosome then did bren, 
And thou didst flye to joyne the sweete-ton’d thrushe, 
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And nowe, each morne, thou sittest on yon bushe, 
And carrolleste to mee thy sweeteste laye, 
Excellynge Phylomela, or the thrushe, 
Thus former kyndnesse stryveinge to repaye. 


Sith, little birde, thy song is dere to mee, 

To mee full dere the warbleinge of thy throte ; 
Thou tellest mee thy joy at beeinge free, 

And gratytude is payntede in ech note, 


Sing on, sweete birde! and tell thy lyttle tale, 
Whyle Summer gladdens ev’rye hiile and grove ; 
Flye to and fro, and flicker in the vale, 
And carrolle to thy mate sweete songs of love, 


And when agen sterne Wynter rules the yere, 

And Summerre with her tendant joys is gon ; 
Wen cladde in sylver whyte the trees appear, 

And lyttle birdes for foode do make sad moan ;~- 


Then, minstrel sweete! returne unto mye cote, 

And brynge with thee thy mate and callow younge ; 
There piercynge hunger shalle net be yere lot: 

I'll giv ye Wynter’s foode for Summerr’s song. 
Liverpool. : James Roscoe. 


= 








A PATRIOTIC ADDRESS 
TO THE FIRST REGIMENT OF FIFE LOCAL MILITIA. 
EE 

In days of old, when, o’er the trembling world, 
The sons of Romulus their thunders hurl’d ; 
When Roman eagles, big with ** crested pride,” 
O’er fallen nations wav'd their pinions wide, 
And Roman banners floated in the gale 
From Magnum’s * western point to Tigris’ vale ; 
When ev’ry nation own’d Rome’s sov’reign pow’r, 
From sultry Media to [beria’s shore ;— 





* Now Cape Roca, in Portugal. 
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Her fell ambition, goading, urg’d her on 

To add Britannia to the realms she’d won! 

But when great Julius led a hostile band 

Of fierce invaders to our native strand, 

From ev'ry point our rude forefathers flew, 
No thought but vengeance their brave bosoms knew : 
Arm’d with the firmness of their native rock, a 
Prepar’d they stood to meet the mighty shock. a 
The hostile prows indented Albion’s coast, a 
And from their vessels leap’d th’ invading host, 
Where the fierce rage of Britain’s hardy race 
Cover’d the haughty legions with disgrace, 

By the rough boughs, from knotted ashes riven, 
Back to her ships defeated Rome was driven ! : 
Our painted sires great Cwsar’s laurels soi!’d, " 
And vet’ran bands by savage clans were foil’d, 4 
So Fifan heroes may your valour shew 

(If, madly vent’rous, the infuriate foe 

Collect her legions, spread th’ expansive sail, 

And dare our happy sea-girt isle assail) 

That, to your King and Country ever true 

Old Scotia’s martial spirit glows in you ;— 

The spirit of a Bruce, a Wallace, burns ; 

All peaceful thoughts each honest bosom spurns, 

That fire, which erst your patriot sires imbu’d, 

And taught to perish for their Country’s good, 

Will, with unceasing vengeance, hunt the foe, 

Resolves no rest, no pleasure, e’er to know, 

Till from our shores, with dreadful fury driven, 

Hc prove us favour’d by approving Heaven ; 

And, taught by dire experience, learn to see 

That “* Britons are, and ever will be, free,” 


Cupar, Fife. 
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TO-MORROW. 


a 


“ Dum deliberamus quando incipiendum, incipere jam serum fit.” 


QUINTILIAN. 
oo 


SEE, o’er yon tomba mourner weeps, 


And heaves the heartfelt sigh ;— 
In that cold tomb a father sleeps, 
Hid from each mortal eye: 
But, Grief’s first dreadful tumult o’er, 
Delusive hopes return ; 
And whisper—Mortal, weep no more, 
«* Man was not made to mourn,” 
He listens to the syren lay, 
And whilst his heart o’erflows with sorrow, 
Looks for a brighter, better day, 
To-morrow ! 
And does to-morrow’s sun arise, 
To bring his heart relief? 
And does it find his languid eyes 
Free from the tear of grief ? 
No! he still lingers o’er the sod, 
To bid a last adieu; 
And scenes, which once a father trod, 
Affection brings to view : 
He finds the hapless child of grief, 
Who keenly feels the dart of sorrow, 
May seek, in vain, to find relief 
ecaea To-morrow ! 
*Tis thus with many a happy scene 
We form of future joy ; 
The clouds of sorrow intervene, 
And all our hopes destroy : 
Nought but the present moment’s ours, 
This we may call our own ; 
But the events of future hours 
Are known to God alone: 
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For he who now is careless, gay, 
Who laughs at future days of sorrow, 


May sleep beneath a heap of clay 
To-morrow ! 


James B. Brown. 
te a 


TO FANCY. 


eT a 
Hati! goddess, hail! whose potent wand 
Dispels the gloom of care, 
Draws smiles from frowns,—and whose command 
E’en brightens dark Despair. 


As o’er the swelling wave the vessel glides, 

The darken’d clouds oft mark approaching storm ; 
Th’ affrighted sailor sees, with angry stride, 

The spirit of the deep’s gigantic form 
Driving tremendous forward—Fancy there i 





———— 





Can hush the tempest, still the troubled air ; 
And for each billow draw a landscape fair ; 
Arrest the lightning, fix the thunder’s roll, 
And bring sweet comfort to the seaman’s soul. 


Casting his eyes towards his native land, 
For many a day has ta’en his cheerless stand. 
Thou art a sympathetic pow’r, 

For quickly thou canst him restore, 

To much-lov’d Albion’s rocky shore, 
Where he has spent so many a happy hour ; 
Retrace each joyful moment gone, 

And call back many a day, no more his own, 


To him, poor wretch! who, ona foreign strand, \ 


4 


Oh ! ne’er, I fear, can my weak line disclose 
Those joys which to thy aid thy vot’ry owes ! 
By thee I paint the future bright, 
Tho’ all around is dark as night: 
Of Fate I only ask, to let me live 


In such ideal bliss as thou canst give. 
ALFRED. 


poset en ee eee Rae 
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IMITATION OF HORACE.—Ode XII.—Book I. 


eR —— 
HE ne’er shall heed impoison’d arms, 
Or feel the curse of war’s alarms, 

W hose soul from crimes is free ; 
Whether he seek the distant land, 
Where Syrtes’ deserts burn with sand, 

Or tempt the dang’rous sea : 


For while I sung my lovely maid, 
And far beyond the limits stray’d, 
A tiger, trembling, fled ; 
Not even Afric’s scorching plains, 
Where lioas gaunt preserve their reigns, 
Has such a monster bred. 


Then place me where the summer-breeze 
Shall never fan the dying trees, 

But tempests howl around ; 
Where Nature fails beneath the heat, 
And burning sands assail the feet 

That seek to press the ground. 


Still, heedless of the tempest’s ire, 
I'll tune my sweet melodious lyre, 
And sing my Rosa’s charms ;— 
Rosa ! whose sweet enchanting kiss 
Can even swell the tide of bliss 
I feel within her arms, 


Cambridge. H. S. 








THE PATRIOT’S DYING HOUR. 
Treat ett 
Wuen plund’ring armies take the field, 
And Treason’s blood-stain’d trophies fly, 
The Patriot’s soul, unborn to yield, 
Glories in Freedom’s cause to die. 
VOL, I. 2Z 
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With bold indiff’rence taught to scan 
Death, and the slaves who dread its pow’r, 
By wrongs provok’d he feels the man— 
This cheers the Patriot’s dying hour. 


Like lightnings flash his ardent eyes, 
The foes of Freedom to engage ; 
Fierce to the sanguine combat flies, 
And foremost dares the battle’s rage ! 
Zealous his Country’s cause to clasp, 
Whom Treach’ry’s blood-hounds would devour, 
Her rights to rescue from their grasp, 
Cheers the brave Patriot’s dying hour, 


Proud to revenge his Country’s woes, 
Inspir’d by Heav’n and Liberty, 
He feels, e’en as the life-stream flows, 
It flows—to make his children free : 
Heav’n aids the spirit that she gave 
To vanquish base Oppression’s pow’r ; 
Those rights secur’d he fought to save, 
Cheers the brave Patriot’s dying hour. 
S. B. Frome. 








* MONS TERRZ CLEVEANZ, 


a 


Mons hic qui circa nubilosus in wthere surgens 
Vallibus hic torvus marmoreoque mari, 

Ingens apparet speculis, nocturnaque flamma, 
Fluctibus assiduis igne cometa micat, 


Surgens hac diris jam tempestatibus acer 
Ostendit rupes lux salus alta rat; 

Olim nec montis nunc incola permanet atrox 
Brigantes audax ceruleanus aquis, 





* Resberry Tépping mons circularis, rare celsitudinis, intra 


seriem collium haud infimorum Cleveane regienis. 
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Hic olim exiliens currus, nunc pondus aratri, 
Horriferens saltus, nunc decorata domus,, 
Quo vaga lux nunquam non insidiosa micabat 

Jasminea exultans igne fenestra casze 


Sunt procul his visise pandere montibus altis 
Campus, et amnis, oves, bos, generosus equus ; 

Villaque se exfert semaspecta arboribus alba, 
Flumen et exundans, Teutonitumque mare, 


Regnarunt olim solio glacialis uterque 
Et Scythicus Boreas Nix hyememque ferens, 
Advenit illa furens haud incomitata, ministrant 
Frigoris asperitas et furibunda fames, 


[}lze dissimiles nostris felicibus horis, 
Agricolam auscultat propitianda dea 

7Estas ecce choros ducit nemorosa sub umbraé 
Hec pede vix tetiyit florigerumque solum 


Languorem spargens zepheri spirantibus auris 
Carbasa et hic agitans ambrosiasque comas : 
Nunc recubans et circa mox Hamadryades ornis, 

Atque agilis Nymphe Tibia dulcesonans ; 


Virgineus Chorus et puerorum carmine letus, 
Te surgente vocat te periunte die ; 

Flava tuam matrem Proserpina serta coronant, 
Dum Pomona rubens luxuriosa beat ; 


Exhibet has sacras has sola Britannia scenas, 
Invicta assurgens fulminiaque rati, 

Et pulchra pro libertate tridentifer undis 
Is circumvolvens imperiosus adest, 


Tu quoque frustrata rabie tumefacta minoris, 
Atque effreene ferox Napoleone petis, 

Fluminis egregii ripas signare triumpho, 
Sanguineat Asperno Pons laceratus ovat, 

2z2 
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Milvius illa avis, haud mavortia, pessima pestis 
Deterit imbelles persequiturque leves 

Acta rumpebat jam vis Aquilina, retortis 
Alis et cauda desiliente fugit 














Coelivolans se fert majestas regia, dextra 
Et cito per nubes altitonantis adest ; 

Arciducis sic trux aquilino lumine Corsus 
Clade haud immemori precipitatus abit. 





JUVENIS. 








— 


EPITAPH ON CHLOE *, 
| Io 

BENEATH this earth a female lies, 
Of many singularities :— 
She never from her earliest youth 
Once falsified the voice of Truth; 
Tho’ neither widow, maid, nor wife, 
She tasted all the joys of life ; 
Tho’ many gayer scenes might see, 
None made a greater noise than she; 
Content domestic joys to share, 
A cheerful house was all her care ; 
To one kind patron’s favours true, 
No more she sought, no more she knew ; 
Rich in his love, she all defied, 
And kis great fav’ rite liv’d and died, 














ELEGY. 
TIBULLUS IMITATED. 
——— | 
Yes ! I will fly the mansions of delight, 
And shade my sorrows in the .dark-mouth’d cell, 
Mix my sad wailings with the. bird .of night, . 
And catch the echoesiof each parting knell. 





* A noisy lap-dog. 
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For me shall Grief her cypress garland wreath ! 
Fo: me Vespair the blood-stain’d scroll shall hold ! 
A zy in for me shall all her horrors breathe, 
Aud black Revenge his mystic rites unfold ! 


\\"sen the last falt’ring breath, no more delay’d, 

’ ‘Yo ling’ring Hope shall pay the parting tear, 

Wilt thou, Maria, curse thy Henry’s shade, 
Whose only crime for thee was love too dear > 


Wilt thou, Maria, strew the vernal flow’r, 

To deck the green sod of thy Heury’s tomb ; 
Chant the last requiem to his fleeting hour, 

And waste the beauties of an early bloom ? 
Camberwell. ELLen. 





~ ae 


RURAL RECREATION, 


a 





WueEn Pheebus opes his lucent eye, 
And skirts with gold the azure sky, 
Where purling streams, unfetter’d, flow, 
And hawthorn blossoms, scented, blow— 
Where daisies drink prolific dews— 

Oh ! there I love to Woo the Muse :— 


at Pigs -- 


Or where the heifer loves to stray, 
To shun the burning noontide ray ; 
In silent vale, or sombre grove, i 4 
Where sings the thrush, and coos the dove, 
Whilst vernal gales their sweets diffuse, 
Oh ! there I love to woo the Muse! 


And, when the owl forsakes her nest, 
And lab’ring bees on roses rest ; 
Or when the glow-worm’s lambeut ray 
(Which indicates expiring day) 
With splendour and effulgence glows, 


Ob! then I woo the rustic Muse. 
Ruysticvus. 
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TRIBUTE 


PO THE MEMORY OF CAPTAIN RAWDEN M‘CREA, WHO 
FELL IN THE BATTLE OF TALAVERA. 


on Ea 


A MOMENT, comrades, halt the blood-stain’d bier !— 
So soon, then, terminates thy bright career? 
So early lost, when scarce in manhood’s bloom, 
Thy laurels gather’d but to grace the tomb ? 
Lamented M‘Crea! Mem’ry now surveys 
The gallant deeds which mark’d thy youthful days ; 
Spar’d till in glory, not in years mature, 
Death pausing—but to strike the blow more sure; 
While Honour’s tongue shall tell thy fate severe, 
Affection’s eye will drop the briny tear ;— 
Such sorrows Fame herself permits to flow, 
Nor Victory can chide the mourner’s woe! 
Now forward, comrades! my poor tribute’s paid— 
Let Worth and Valour in the grave be laid. 

J. SETON, JuN. 





—_ 


HOPE. 


—— ea 





Ou ! dear delusive Hope! how bright 
Thy vivid lustre shines ; 

Bereft of thee, Misfortune’s child 
In weak’ning sorrow pines. 


But, lur’d by thy too-dazzling charms, 
We future prospects cherish ; 
Tis better thus to vainly live, 
Than in despair to perish, 
CHARLES. 
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THE RETROSPECT. 
—— 
EMBARK’D on the vast sea of Life, 

A slave to Passion’s doubtful strife, 
While blown by Youth’s unsteady gales, 
“Which toss’d my bark, and tore my sails, 

[ sigh’d, and wish’d for calmer hours, 
When, free from such uncertain pow’rs, 
I should repose on smoother seas, 
Wafted by Reason’s steady breeze : 
The time arrives, the storm subsides, 
Smoothly along my vessel glides ; 

But, looking back, I many see, 

Who, far less fortunate than me, 

Are by opposing passions crost, 

Aloft in whirling eddies tost, 

Then plung’d beneath th’ oblivious main, 
From which they never rise again. 








Horatio. 
———— ———— 
TO A FLEA, 
EE 


INSATIATE insect! can thy ruthless maw 
From a poor Poet any nurtare draw ? 

In vain thou putt’st the drowsy god to flight ;— 
Why seek’st thou not some A/dermanic bed, 
Where bloated Luxury reclines his head ? 

There thou may’st freely revel all the night. 


Know, vile disturber of my airy dreams ! 
Soon as the orient sun displays his beams, 
Thee in each latent cranny will I seek ; 
Then, should I seize thee, lo! th’ avenging nail, 
Spite of thy brilliant coat of polish’d mail, 
With dread concussion all thy bones shall break ! 


Hence, then, I warn thee, ere it be too late— 
Tempt not my deadly wrath, provoke no more thy fate! 
T. MunGen. 
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VRANSLATION OF HORACE.—Ode XV. 


EPODON LIBER AD NEZRAM. 
Ee 
‘Twas night, Maria! when the lunar ray 


Shot thro’ the jasper sky its starry way ; 

Twas then, regardless of the pow’r invok’d, 

You gave your plighted faith; that faith revok’d :— 
You swore yon ivy, that enamour’d hung 

Around the lofty oak, ne’er fonder clung ; 

You swore, while, prowling o'er the neighb’ring rock, 
The blood-gaunt wolf appals the timid flock ; 

While the bold sailor ploughs the surgy wave, 

Yet fears Orion, with his wat’ry grave ; 

Whilst the fair son of light shall still unfold 

His azure ringlets, flush’d with virgin gold ; : 
Till such should change, thy promises should bold. 


Would'st thou, Maria, quench Love’s purest flame, 
Erase each vestige of a once-lov’d name, 
Chill the warm hope that prun’d its infant wing, 
By kindness foster’d, on the breast of spring ? 
Beware, too-fickle maid ! while Beauty smiles 
With wanton mirth, and sportive joy beguiles, 
F lush'’d with these charms, he hugs the rosy chain, 
A willing captive, while such charms remain, 

Now mark, Maria! when thy cheeks disclose 
The lily fading, with the blushing rose, 
Wing’d with the votaries of health he flies, 
And spreads his lures t’ enchant Lavinia’s eyes. 


But thou, proud youth, secure in beauty’s call, 
‘Taught by my overthrow, beware thy fall ! 
What the’, with num’rous herds, may Fortune yield 
Pactolus’ riches, grant the cultur’d field, 
In vain thy ev’ry art attempts to bind 
A soul by Nature fram'd to love mankind / 
Another smiles,—her passion glows confest ; 


Farewell, my friend !—she seeks another guest. 
Henry. 
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HORACE.—Ode IT. Book XVI. 


TO GROSPHUS. 
a 


For ease the anxious sailor cries, 

When howling tempests rend the skies, 
And hide the wat’ry moon ; 

The Median, quiver’d for the war, 

The furious Thracian in his pray’r, 
Makes ease his chiefest boon. 


Grosphus, ’tis not for gems nor gold, 

Nor proffer’d honours, to be sold,— 

- Tis not the purple’s pride, 

Nor all the joys which office brings, 

Can cure those ever-rankling stings 
That in the heart reside. 


For he, of just enough possest, 
In the small cottage is more blest 
Than is the pamper’d Lord: 
Content and ease are never found 


Where fear and avarice surround, 
But shun the costly board. 


What folly ’tis for men to boast 

Of riches, which so soon are lost, 
And must be left behind. 

Can those who over empires roam 

Ease all their inward pangs at home, 
Or drive them from the mind ? 


For Care pursues by rapid flights, 
And on the painted galley lights 
Quicker than eastern gales ; 
Not all the pomp and din of war 
Can chase the hated form of Care, 
Which inwardly prevails. 


voL, I. 3A 
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If happy now, then why explore 
What ills may still remain in store, 
What griefs may damp thy morrow ? 
Be wise, and, with a gentle smile, 
The little moment still beguile— 
No state is free from sorrow. 


The great Achilles e’en was slain, 
Tithonus found his gift was vain, 

Still doom’d in age to pine ; 
To you what Fortune ne’er will grant, 
Tho’ you most urgently may want, 

A moment may make mine. 


For you an hundred flocks abound, 
Sicilian heifers low around 

The mansion you possess ; 
The sprightly courser neighs for you, 
And Afric lends her richest hue 

To die your costly dress. 


A little farm, and small abode; 
Kind Fortune has on me bestow’d, 
And turn for Grecian song ; 
And, what of all I chiefly prize, 
An upright heart, that can despise 


The world’s malignant tongue. 
SEVERUs. 








ELEGIAC TRIBUTE 
TO THE MEMORY OF A YOUNG LADY, 


DEPARTED shade of her! ah! late, how dear, 
Accept the tribute of a pensive tear ; 
For thee the Muse her humble off’ring brings, 
In solemn strains thy artless worth she sings : 
Mild as thy soul may all my verse be found, 
And, like thy virtues, spread a grace around ; 
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Sweet child of Sympathy ! by early doom 
Consign’d, alas! to the unsparing tomb; 

Whose life was lent to sooth a mother’s cares, 
To share each grief, and wipe away her tears ;— 
How oft, when she with bitter pangs would tell 
The dire mishaps that all her life befell, 

Thy soul would melt with agonizing woe, 

W hile tears of duty from thy eyes did flow ; 
Then thou wouldst try each fond engaging art, 
To calm her woes, and ease her aching heart. 
To thee the secrets of her breast were known, 
For all her num’rous sorrows were thy own; 
The words of comfort from thy lips distill’d, 
Sweet as the spices from Arabia’s field, 

Gentle as are the soft, the vernal showers, 

That charm the earth and animate the flowers. 
Oh! thou wert all a mother’s hope could frame, 
Her expectation paint, or Fancy name! 

Nature in thee so happily did blend 

The duteous daughter, and the tender friend. 
Yet, ah ! thy worth was from the world conceal'd, 
And few but friends thy mental pow’rs beheld. 
’Tis thus on Jura’s height the lily grows, 

Its head environ’d by eternal snows ; 

Far on the Alpine cliffs, from human eyes, 

It blooms unknown, and, disregarded, dies. 
Ten annual suns had not their course gone round, 
Ere fell Disease did all thy form surround ; 
Thy mind, too sensible, receiv’d the smart, 

For oh! the eanker, Grief, usurp’d thy heart ; 
Convulsive panys thy tender frame assail, 

Prey on thy heart, and o’er thy youth prevail : 
Calmly resign’d thou didst thy suff ’rings bear, 
To sooth thy mother’s woe was all thy care: 
Such matchless virtue aud such filial love 

Drew plaudits from the realms of bliss above ; 

3 a2 
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Well-pleas’d th” Eterna] saw, and from his throne 
The fiat sent, and seal’d thee as his own ! 

Angels and Seraphs tune the golden lyre, 

While joys ecstatic fill the heav’nly choir; 

They welcome thee to yon ethereal plains, 


Where Pleasure dwells, and Bliss immortal reigns, 
To take thy everlasting firm abode, 
And live and reign eternally with God. 


ALBION, 








THE RETIREMENT. 
a 
From the court to the cottage convey me away, 
For I'm weary of grandeur and pompous display, 
Where pride without measure, 
And pomp without pleasure, 
‘Make life in a circle of hurry decay, 


Far remote from the noise and the bustle of town, 
I'll exchange my brocade for a plain russet gown ; 
My friends shall be few, 
But well-chosen and true, 
And sweet Recreation our ev’ning shall crown. 


With a rural repast, (a rich banquet to me,) 

On a mossy green bank near some shady old tree, 
The river’s clear brink 
Shall afford me my drink, 

And Temp’rance my friendly physician shall be, 


Ever calm and serene, with contentment still blest, 
Not too giddy with joy, or with sorrow deprest, 

I'll neither invoke 

Nor repine at Death’s stroke, 
But retire from the world as I would to my rest. 
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PLAGA CIVIBUS ET VULGO. 


RE 


Sed nova tempestas quedam, molesque coorta.—LucReETII, Lib. 5. 


I 

Ort has my Muse o’er foreign climates stray’d, 
’Midst hosts of foes, undaunted, undismay’d ; 
Oft has she rov’d where savage beasts of prey 
Infest the fields, cause terror and dismay ; 
Oft on the waves, where Zephyr’s kindly gale 
Inflates the canvass, and spreads wide the sail ; 
Or, when the mighty billows rise on high, 
Lift up their frothy heads, and meet the sky, 
With undulating sweep vast mountains roll, 
Strike dread and terror to the seaman’s soul ! 
He looks around, but nought, save Death, appears, 
To calm his soul, or hush his frantic fears. 
All this the Muse with steady eye has seen— 
Heroes and hosts destroy’d—with mind serene ; 
Seen navies bid defiance to the world, 
Yet seen those navies to destruction hurl'd, 
But these are nought—mere pigmies in array, 
To what is seen in this our wondrous day :— 

Long had there stood, in London’s city proud, 
A theatre, the pleasure of the crowd, 
Where erst a Garrick and a Cibber play’d, 
And Shakspeare’s Muse each era’s vice portray’d ; 
A faithful mirror of the times, it stood, 
Reflecting to the vicious and the good : 
This building, sacred to the virtuous maid, 
Fire’s lawless element has prostrate laid 5 
No longer sock or buskin trace the stage, 
Or satire lash the follies of the age. 
But see again it rises to the sky, 
And, like old Atlas, rears the globe on high ; 
At each prevailing folly darts the spear, 
And shews in miniature this hemisphere : 
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For Skill and Industry with speed have rais’d 
A pile more noble than the one which biaz’d. 


Corruption’s force, with hungry tigers’ howl, 
For posts or pensions never cease to prowl ; 
So managers, with thirst for sordid pelf, 
Rais’d pit and boxes for the love of self. 
Mistaken plan !—the peasant restive grew, 
Who kick’d, and plung’d, at length his burden threw. 
And now the storm, which long had gather'd round, 
F low’d down in torrents, with a hideous sound ;— 
A show’r of watchmen’s rattles, cow-horns, papers, 
Fell and extinguish’d eke both lamps and tapers ; 
Whether indeed the devil came or no, 
[ cannot say, for I was not below ; 
My Muse, whene’er her purse affords the treat, 
Presumes amongst the gods to take her seat ; 
Certain I am Confusion bore the sway, 
For all was tempest in the middle way ; 
Never elsewhere such damning scenes were seen, 
Save at Guildhall, ’mongst Common-Councilmen. 


Biack clouds, which long collected o’er their head, 
Now blacker grew, and darker horror spread : 
Dissensions from above in volleys fell, 

Guildhall became the royal seat of hell ;— 

Where ‘* purse-proud citizens,” ** in high divan,”’ 
Convene of dinners and of feast to plan ; 

Where oil’d-tongu’d Taycho like a jackdaw prates, 
Condemns each minister, and royal states. 

Yet oft (forgive the bard,) the patriot strays 
Himself from virtue, into muddier ways. 


Who votes for turtle ? ’tis the fiftieth year 
Since George began Britannia’s crown to wear, 
Ali! all like turtle! why should we oppose? 
Sir Balaam shews his hobby by his nose. 
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‘* Alas!” cried Taycho, “ ev’ry thing is dear— 
** We can’t afford to keep the fiftieth year; 
*s Candles and oil continue to advance, 
‘« And we must buy a peace with haughty France; 
‘** Therefore, in this our sad impoverish’d state, 
‘© | won’t afford a groat t’ illuminate.”’ 
Now he sat down, but first he hop’d, believ’d, 
Ail calls for dinners would be negativ’d ; 
Not so,—for turtle was the chiefest thing 
For which they met, ’twas not to bless the King; 
One said he’d look’d o’er Johnson’s page, to see 
The definition of a jubilee; 
Upon inquiry found, that all it meant— 
A solemn hearty feast, for this event. 
That all would vote for turtle was his hope— 
Who voted otherwise deserv'd a rope. 
But now debate begins, their blood grew warm, 
The spell was out, here broke the Sybil’s charm ; 
Each man ‘ look’d daggers,” horror reign’d around, 
And Discord rose from out the yawning ground. 
My Muse, who ne’er before had known dismay, 
Skulk’d out affrighted ! longer durst not stay ; 
No sight so brutish had she seen before, 
She quite exulted when she gain’d the door. 
Now safe at home, no more she’ll venture out 
To Common-Councils, ora Guildhall rout ; 
Therefore alone let gluttons ’tend the feast, 
Each rogue and democrat become a beast ; 
Till then I'll cease to wield with ire my pen, 
Yet arm with satire if there’s need again. 


Hill-Cross, Bakewell. Joun Hype. 
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EDGAR AND ANNA. 
a 
Mark where yon humble cottage stands, 
Those aged trees among ; 
Near where that willow-shaded brook, f 
Meand’ring flows along. : 


Once in that peaceful mansion dwelt, 
Oppress’d with age and cares, 

A man long taught in Mis’ry’s school, 
And deck’d with silver hairs : 


Of ancient line and name he was, 
To ample prospects born ; 

But ceaseless ills had stamp’d his days, 
And many a furrow worn. 


One only treasure still remain’d 
To cheer his pensive years ; 
One blooming child to sooth his pain, 
And kiss his flowing tears. 
In Anna’s fond and duteous care 
He ev’ry joy possest ; 
Affection sparkled in her eyes, 
And Truth inspir'd her breast. 


A mind so innocent and pure, 
A heart so kind and warm, 
Heav’n, to enhance the gift, had clad 


In Beauty’s fairest form. 


Celestial sweetness grac’d her looks,. 
And beam’d in ev’ry smile ; 

Guileless herself, and void of art, 
She ne’er suspected guile. 


Edgar, a youth of Fortune, proud, 
The lovely maid desir’d ; 

And sought her with the guilty flume 

Which lawless passion fir'd. 
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In Edgar each attraction shone, 
Which tempts the artless maid ; 

Gay health, with manly beauty join’d, 
And talents to persuade, 


So, oft, the vi'let-cover’d bank 
Conceals the crested snake; 

So, oft, the pois’nous nightshade grows 
Among the flow’ry brake. 


Anna his winning story heard, 
Nor heard, alas! unmov’d ; 

Soft kindling sparks of nature rose, 
And soon, too soon, she lov’d. 


Too well the base deceiver knew 
To urge the treach’rous tale ! 
Too soon the hapless maiden found 

His wily arts prevail! 


With impious vows and faithless tears 
The love-sick fair was won; 

She listen’d, trembled,,and believ’d— 
Yielded, and was undone! 


The fatal, fond, delusion flew, 
On Pleasure’s rapid wing ; 

And keen Reflection swift return’d, 
And aim’d her sharpest sting ! 


Her honour lost !—fair Peace ne more 
Her beauteous form portray’d, 

Gave lustre to each varied charm, 
And o’er her features play’d, 


Sad mem’ ry of forbidden love 
Her anxious bosom tore ; 

And Sorrow’s pale and mournful hue, 
Her alter’d aspect wore. 
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Her charms with fell corroding care 
Haste quickly to decay ; 

And he, who all those charms had reff, 
Soon threw the gem away, 


Maturing Time and envious tongues 
Reveal’d poor Anna’s shame, 
And to her aged sire display’d 
His daughter’s murder’d fame, 


Long under sharp A ffliction’s dart 
The father’s heart had bled ; 

But this last stroke clos’d the sad scene, 
And bow’d his hoary head. 


The bursting anguish of his soul 
In vain he strove to hide : 

The effort kill’d !—he press’d her lips! 
Forgave her! bless’d, and died ! 


What mind can think the mourner’s grief, 
Her pangs, and rending throes, 

And pardon not the dark resolve 

- Which in her bosom rose ? 


With look convuls’d, and eager gaze, 
One last embrace she gave, 

Then rush’d, distracted, to the stream, 
And, plunging—found a grave! 


Dear parted shade! the pitying tear 
Drops o’er thy early fate; — 

And he, who laid thy beauty low, 
Sheds it, alas! too late. 


The dismal tidings, widely spread, 
Pieree his astonish’d ear ! 
His slumb’ring conscience starts, and wakes, 


His cheek is ** blanch’d with fear !” 
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Her injur’d ghost, in ev’ry place, 
His tortur’d fancy sees ! 

Nightly she seems his bed to press, 
And speaks in ev’ry breeze ! 


The raging pains which tear his breast 
Destroy his youthful bloom, 

And Death directs th’ unerring shaft, 
And marks him for the tomb. 


Tis wing’d—exhausted Nature sinks, 
He kneels, and faintly cries— 

** Pardon, O Heav’n! my great offence ; 
‘‘ Pardon, dear saint !”’—and dies. 


J.U, 











BREAD.—A POEM. 


By S. N. Ese. M. M.S. P. L. S.M. & C. S.A. 0. E, & P. 
a 
Tis hard my ¢itles will not give me bread! 
e a 
CANTO I. 

How can I sing, by Poverty depress’d ? 
Can Genius, in a narrow garret cramp’d, 
Expand her eagle-wings? For bread I write: 
Be BrEapD my theme: let me not want its aid. 
O thou, our chief, our best, support below ! 
Suppliant I thee invoke, to aid my song ; 

For without thee can I have pow’r to sing ? 

Say, whether brown, by homely Joan prepar’d, 

T’ allay the hunger of her strong-nerv’d spouse, 

Or, white as new-fall’n snow, of choicest grain, 

Thou grace the table of some wealthy Lord, 

Is there without thy presence who would dine, 

From him with labour-whetted appetite, 

To him with dainties cloy’d, not satisfied, 

Saye only those Duke Humphry’s table grace ° 
3B 
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*Tis thee we worship: ‘tis for thee we toil ; 
Basis of ev’ry meal !—In various shapes 
Thou, Proteus-like, delight’st to charm our sight ; 
The same in all. Now roll diminutive, 
At Bagnigge-Wells, the barber's Sunday-feast ; 
Or at White-Conduit-House now swallow’d down 
By some fat citizen; who, long pent up 
Near where the men of steel, with wondrous charm, 
Attract the gaping clown, or that fam’d mart, 
The dread of beaux, for Amazons renown’d, 
Whose tongues alone would rout a host of foes, 
Stow’d in a hackney coach this journey takes, 
T’ inhale the country air; pleas’d he returns, 
And dreams of years of future health obtain’d ;— 
Years which he ne’er must know! November comes, 
And, panting underneath the sav’ry haunch, 
He falls an easv prey to callipee— 
A glorious death ! a martyr to the cause ! 
Where first his leader plac’d him, from that spot 
IIe scorn’d to fly ; midst heaps of slain he fell, 
The weapon in his hand, whose sharpen’d edge 
Had thinn’d their ranks, and glorious havoc made. 
Two marrow puddings and a troop of tarts, 
Bewail’d by all who saw, were crush’d beneath 
His cumb'rous load, destructive e’en in death. 


Now in thy largest size, the full peck loaf, 
Thou deign’st to visit where mouths numerous 
Demand a large supply. Yen ancient hall, 
For ages past the seat of festive mirth 
To particolour’d mortals, slaves to ease, 

Nor less for hospitality reaown’d, 

Thy presence boasts. Oh! do not e’er forget, 
Ye sous of Pleity, him who long has felt 
Misfortune’s lash, superior to her frowns; 
Depriv'd of all the couiferts life can give, 
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Yet bravely dares live on, nor, coward-like, 
Deserts the post assign’d him by his God. 

See, clad in rags, he lifts the useless limb! 
His wrinkled brow shaded with silver locks, 
But thinly scatter’d o’er his wo-worn head : 

A staff supports him: fix’d his suppliant eye,- 
While in an humble tone he begs for bread. 
And shall he be denied ? Guod Heav’n forbid ! 
O smooth, if possible, his thorny way ! 

So shall you taste that luxury of bliss, 

Which true Benevolence alone can feel. 


Nor shalt thou, biscuit hard ! remain unsung ; 
Not as of thinnest form, and whitest hue, 
With negus by the ready waiter brought, 
Or baneful mixtures, boldly christen’d wine, 
When, from the country fresh, the rural ’squire, 
In search of pleasure, to some tavern’s led, 
Near Covent-Garden, or fam’d Drury-Lane, 
By one who nightly plies the well-known street. 
O do not, Muse ! profane thy guiltless page, 
To paint the scenes which Riot’s sons pursue, 
Foul-ending, ’midst ten thousand thorns a rose, 
Pluck’d with extremest hazard, if obtain’d. 


Forbear, ye youths ! nor tread the dang’rous ground ; 


None yet unhurt has ’scap’d, who dar’d their wiles, 


Thou biscuit, food of Ocean’s darling sons, 
Britannia’s noblest boast, ’tis thee I sing! 
To thee their lives, their hardy deeds, they owe, 
Whether to India’s sultry clime they steer, 
Or Greenland’s drear inhospitable coast : 
Alike to those who freeze around the pole, 
Or those who dare the sun’s intensest ray 
Beneath the torrid zone, welcome support. 
Oh ! were my pen but equal to the task, 
To sing in strains immortal as my theme, 
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Thy commerce, London, ranging all the globe, 
That makes the produce of all countries thine ! 
The brightest gems that glow in eastern climes : 
The richest silks e’er wrought in Asia’s looms: 
Arabian perfumes, scatt’ring odours sweet : 

The dust of Guinea’s floods ; those snowy teeth, 
The gate, as Poets sing, of flatt’ring dreams : 
Potosi’s far-fam’d ore, which misers view 

With pleasure, if a pleasure such can know : 
Whate’er to grandeur or convenience adds, 

Or for our wants, or luxury create, 

In thee we find nought wanting man can wish, 
Is there a distant coast unsought by thee ? 

How many nations have thy ships explor’d ! 
Nations unknown amidst the vast expanse 

That ocean spreads around the southern pole, 
Or where Kamschatka’s rugged shores extend. 
Among the foremost stands thy deathless name, 
Immortal Cook ! explorer of new worlds. 
Fall’n in her service, shall thy Country fail 

In gratitude to him who greatly dar’d 
Extremest toil, the utmost hardships bore, 
Dauntless at death, by danger undeterr’d ? 
O’erpower'd by numbers, see, their Captain falls ! 
Does not each bosom feel the fatal wound ? 
How much less painful were the wound his own ! 


Nor yet for commerce only fam’d thy sons. 
When discord-frighten’d Peace retires to Heaven, 
They ride triumphant o’er the subject main ; 
Dare, unassisted, face the world in arms, 

And greatly humble haughty Gallia’s pride. 
Say, who can calmly hear great Nelson’s name; 
Nor feel his breast with fiery ardour glow ? 

See where the pride of Gaul, back’d by the sons 
Of injur’d Spain, advances to the fight ! 

Old Ocean groans beneath the cumb’rous load. 
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Confiding in his strength, he moves secure: 

How weak that strength, to Britons when oppos’d ! 
What but a Muse of fire could paint the scene, 
Terrific, awful, glorious to the chief, 

Who unappall’d in such a conflict stands, 
Destin’d to breathe his last in Vict’ry’s arms, 
While thousands fall around—a glorious fate ! 
Nor shall their country e’er forget their worth, 
Brave sons of valour, worthy so to fall ; 

And while Fame wreaths the laurel for their brow, 
Shall kindred youths, with emulation fir’d, 

By following their example praise them best. 


From these bright objects I must call mine eyes 
To diff’rent scenes, obtruded on my view. 
With horror I approach yon prison-walls, 
Fram’d to exclude the cheerful light of day : 
Awful without a solemn stillness reigns, 


_ Gloomy Despair and Terror lurk within ! 


See that poor wretch, stretch’d on the noisome floor, 
Benumb’d with wo; his once most poignant grief, 
Now self-consum’d, no Jonyer racks his mind, 

In dull lethargic stupor fast bound up. 

Once gladsome did he toil the live-long day, 

And sweet Content his peaceful slumbers crown’d. 
A num’ rous progeny, Health’s joyous race, 

With all the charms of lisping Innocence, 
Welcom’d him from the labours of the field, 
With eager fondness ran to clasp his knees, 

To strive who first should reach the father’s lips, 
Their greatest joy imparted by his smiles, 

Alas! he’s envied by the wealthy Lord, 

Whose vast possessions spread around his field, 
His little field—his sole support—refus’d 

To the proud wretch, who sickens at the sight 

Of that content his riches fail to give. 
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Threats to comm ands succeed ; the lawyer’s fee, 
Not spar’d, would prove the worse the better cause ; 
In vain would prove; for stubborn Equity 
Maintains her right against the pow’r of gold. 
Would [ could add no more! but, tho’ maintain’d 
His right, yet rum follows, and the fiend 
Triumphant drags his victim to that cell, 

Whose dark unwholesome walls must soon consume 
The lamp of life: this now his only hope. 

His wife, unable to support her grief, 

Bereft of reason plunges in the stream, 

Her infant at her breast—she could not leave 

In such a world such helpless innocence. 

The rest, depriv’d at once of their support, 
Wand’ring unfriended, from a stranger’s hand 
Must beg that bread a father once could give. 


Indignant feels the Muse, that Britain’s laws 
Should deign to aid Oppression's iron hand. 
While in her senate, from the distant shores 
Of India, heard the voice of Afric’s sons, 

To slav’ry long inur’d ; yet, being men, 

Britons e’en these would free, who never knew 
Thy blessings, Liberty ! most precious good ! 
Alas! how many of her children, born 

To idolize thee, mourn in vain thy loss ! 

Once useful citizens, and.still might be, 

Who brav’d all dangers, shed for thee their blood ; 
Now, while their well-fought battles they recount, 
The truth attested by full many ascar, 

They cry—‘* My country thus rewards my toils !” 


Are there not patriots yet to wipe that blot 
From Britain’s brow? tear off fell Slav’ry’s badge, 
That, ’midst her boasted freedom, still she bears? 
Open her prison-gates? set free her sons, 

Who for misfortunes suffer more than crimes? 
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1 hear the ruthless creditor exclaim— 

‘s Give me my due; ’tis mine; I ask no more,” 
Alas! he cannot, Will a prison then ? 

Take, take his all: but leave him liberty, 


O George! beneath whose kindly fost’ring hand 
The plains of Albion in freedom smile ! + 
Thou father of thy country, first of men, t 
Of Princes first, thou truly patriot King !— | 
May such example fire many a breast 
To copy him who wears the crown of Britain ! 
While to the skies a grateful people’s voice 
Ascends in songs of everlasting praise, i 
His hand benevolent extends to all } 
Pure satisfaction, happiness, and joy ! 
He truly feels, the wretched too shall feel, 
The bliss of liberty receiv’d, bestow’d. 


CANTO II. 


Various in size, in shape, and hue, say whence 
All these their source derive? Tis thee we thank, 
Beneficent Creator of the world ! 
Who, from the bosom of the fertile earth, 
Hast order’d corn to spring. See yonder vale, 
Waving its golden harvest, courts the hand 
Of Industry, to reap its just reward. 
’Twas Industry first taught with skill the plough 
To cleave the grateful soil ; first sow’d the field, 
Secure of that increase her wants demand. 
Nor that increase alone repays her toil : 
Offspring of Labour, see where ruddy Health 
Paints the sweat-water’d cheek; Content beams forth 
*Midst heartfelt smiles; Tranquillity and Joy, 
By turns attendant, wait on Industry ; 
While all the blessings mortals can acquire, 
Health, Virtue, Competence, make up her train, 
See with what glee, his sickle in his hand, 
VOL. I. 3 ¢ 
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The happy peasant views the ripen’d corn, 

As to the shade he from the noontide sun 

Retires, to take his short repast, and rest 

His limbs, to gain fresh vigour for his task. 

Here half the field already prostrate lies ; 

There the new harvest calls him to fresh toil. 

His waggon, slow, in state majestic moves, 

Heap’d high with golden sheaves; his barn unfolds 
Its ample gates, proud to receive its store, 

The future life of thousands. Can we view 

Thy blessings, bounteous Heav’n! with hearts unmov’d 2 
Do they not burn within us, while we feel 

Thy gifts bestow’d with an unsparing hand 

On us thy children? not unworthy them, 

If not ungratefyl for them. Oh, my soul! 

With gratitude enjoy what Providence 

Shall give to cheer thee: drive, with horror drive, 
Far from thee all those gloomy thoughts, which they, 
Who from mistaken piety would make | 
This life a scene of misery and pain, 

Ungrateful spurning their Creator’s gifts, 

Inculcate to the superstitious mind, | 

In monkish cells, unsocial and unblest : 

Be’t thine to taste each gift that God shall send: 
Know, that to thank him best is most t’ enjoy ., 
And most t’ enjoy is to bestow the most. 


Yet not of ev’ry soil, of ev’ry clime, 
The same the produce, nor the same the fruits. 
While genial sunshine, soft descending show’rs, 
In change alternate, fertilize thy soil ; 
Or kindly snows preserve th’ internal heat, 
Shielding from wintry frosts the tender grain ; 
Thy sons, by native liberty secur’d 





Fer God is paid when man receives; 
T” enjoy is to obey. | 
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From the tyrannic grasp of lawless pow’r, 

Thrice happy Britain! see, with gladsome hearts; 
The plenteous tribute each revolving year 

Pays to their industry, nor fear the gripe 

Of meagre Famine (in thy fruitful vales 

Scarce known to Rumour), or of sterile climes 
Spontaneous offspring, or attendant fell 

On ruthless War, who age or innocence 

Spares not, Oppressing most who least deserve. 


When fill’d thy gran’ries with her bounteous gifts; 
Nature forsakes thee not; still lends her aid. 
View yonder fabric, whose mechanic pow’rs, 

By Art constructed, Art still fails to move. 

Assisting Nature pours th’ unwearied stream, 

With ease effecting all that strength could do, 

Task’d to the utmost: or where hills refuse 

The river’s aid, her winds its want supply. 

Here the spread sail catches the useful gale, 

Which, while its nobler task requires its pow’r, 

Again to vital purpose to restore 

The tainted air, that else would soon destroy 

The wonderful machine it pure preserves, 

Disdains not meaner offices; rejoic’d 

The sum of gen’ral happiness t’ increase. 

There, within narrow bounds confin’d, the stream 

Pours all its weight on the retreating stave, 

That, follow’d by its fellows, still returns, 

Its flight restrain’d, its course by Art prescrib’d. 

Meantime, how toils, at the laborious quern, 

Th’ Hebridian dame, scarce able to prepare 

The scanty meal her barren fields afford ! 

If the crop fail, and ah! how oft it fails ! 

To all the miseries of want expos’d ; 

Unknown thy harvests, and thy arts unknown, 
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Yet climes more fertile e’en than thine are found. 
How fam’d thy valleys, Sicily ! when Rome 
Gave laws to half the globe, her gran’ry thou. 


Who can recall these days with heart unmov’d ? 
How sunk her glories! How obscur’d her fame ! 
Where Tully thunder'd, and where Cesar bled, 

A race of slaves, of superstition’s slaves 

(Of all most abject), with their pois’nous breath 
Now taint that air, which Freedom once inspir’d. 
Where, too, unknown the cool refreshing show’r, 
Her fruitful slime th’ o’erflowing Nile bestows, 
Abundant crops succeed, Yet not secure 

Of plenty Egypt; tho’ for plenty fam’d. 

What oft her blessing, ofttimes proves her curse, , 
If the flood fail, dire Famine’s tooth she feels : 

If too abundant, from the stagnant pool 

Stalks horrid Pestilence, and thins the land. 
Youth, Beauty, Health, to squalid sickness turn’d, 
Vanish before her irresistless grasp. 


Thus, tho’ more fruitful, yet more favout’d none, 
If, where the burning sun enervates man, 
To toil unequal, Nature kindly grant 
Spontaneous harvests ; happier far thy sons, 
Whose labour ‘gives each muscle all its force. 
Robust and hardy; nor by too muchtoil 
Exhausted, all the finer springs o’erstretch’d 
Their task refuse; nor, sunk in too much ease, 
Unbrac’d their nerves: in happy medium plac’d. 


In various countries, various means pursu’d ‘ 
Attain the same great end. Thy fruitful fields 
Nutritious wheat afford; the choicést gift 
Of Nature, to the palate grateful most, 

As best to renovate the wasting frame. 
Wheat, to thy brethren of the North scarce known; 
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A hardier grain to them its place supplies, 
Congenital to their soil. Their oats they boast, 
Which if obtain’d, the hungry Scotchman knows 
No want of other food: that all to him. 

So from Earth’s bosom Ireland’s sons obtain 
The farinaceous root, their chief support. 

If to this frugal meal kind Fortune add 

The bow! of buttermilk, ’tis luxury, 


How cheaply Nature’s satisfied ! How soon ! 
While Art for flavours ransacks ev’ry clime, 
Adds poignancy to ev’ry sav’ry dish, 

Till stimulus on stimulus applied 

Fails to affect the gustatory nerve, 

Excited till sensation’s quite destroy’d ; 
Nature by simple means attains her end. 
Hunger and health give zest to ev’ry food, 
Howe’er insipid to the boasted gout, 

Skill’d to distinguish thousand tastes combin’d 
In artful order, none predominant. 

Untaught, untrammell’d in your vicious ways, 
The wiser palate loathes the monstrous mass, 
Fraught with disease, the curse of Luxury. 
Thus when some coxcomb of that art divine, 
Which wraps the soul to Heav’n, exhausts his skill, 
T’ excite the wonder of the critic world, 

Each connoissetr would fain seem Jost in bliss, 
While noise alone salutes th’ unlearned ear : 
But give true melody in simple strains, 

The soul in unison moves with each note, 
Dissolv’d in pity, or to fury fir’d, 

As Nature prompts! ’T'was thus Timotheus sung, 
E’er Art had robb’d us of this magic pow’r. 


Let the mind’s eye with comprehensive ken 


Traverse the globe: each region gives to view 
Produce adapted to its soil and clime. 
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Far tow'ring o’er our pigmy harvests, see 

-The sturdy stalk supports the weighty ear, 
Which to three portions of the globe gives food: 
Here, without culture yielding native bread, 
The artocarpus’ fruitful boughs extend ; 
Cassava there supplies its friendly root. 

Yet these, produe’d in more luxuriant climes, 
Demanding little toil, vie not with thee, 
Nutritious wheat ! in taste or strength’ning pow’r. 
By hunger prompted, from the birch or pine 
The northern Swede strips the insipid bark, 
That, well-prepar’d, gives bread, which serves his turti 
Who ignorant of our best blessing lives. 

While grain, or farinaceous root, unknown, 

Or fruit, or bark, that can their place supply, 
Taught by necessity, the Laplander 

Seeks from the sea that bread the land denies. 
Since, buried by almost eternal snows, 

How cultivate the land, that hardly yields 

Of vegetable product for his deer 

Sufficient, tho’ inur’d to such a clime ? 

Yet Nature here neglects not man. The sea 
With living harvests swarms, Enjoying these, 
The rude Borandian heaps his simple hut 

With well-dry’d fish : no other bread he seeks. 


No clime, all-gracious Heav’n ! thy hand neglects ; 
Dispensing bounteous, from the fruitful stores 
Of Nature, more than man can want, can ask, 
If uncorrupted by the blasting hand 
Of Luxury, that mars thy fairest works, 
Sweet maid, Simplicity! where art thou flown ? 
O, tell me where, if still on earth thou dwell, 
I may thy footsteps trace, find out thy bow’r, 
And once embrace thee, Nature’s darling child ! 
Let us together live, far from the haunts 
Of man, most savage when most civiliz’d, 
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THE OTAHEITAN WARRIOR. 


II — 
RatsE on high the fun’ral pile, 


And yield the sacrifice to Death ; 
Sons of Otaheite’s isle, 
Give all your martial music breath ! 
- Raise the sony, aud weeping tell 
In Friendship’s cause how Avah fell ! 


Long our isles, in savage war, 

Fiercely strove against each other, 
And many a warrior from afar, 
Counting honours in each scar, 

Rush’d to battle ’gainst his brother. 
With glaring eyes of bloody red, 
Slaughter gaz’d upon the dead, 
Arm’d in all their martial pride, 

Avah and great Taho went, 
Rushing thro’ the purple tide, ‘ 
And bravely fighting side by side, 

Many a man to earth they sent: 
Round their heads (a deadly show’r !) 
Spears and stones loud-rattling pour, 


As lightning rends the sturdy oak, 
So did their force our foes appal ; ‘ 
Fraught with death, a heavy stroke 
Full on Taho’s helmet broke ; 
Avah saw the hero fall ! 
And, striding o’er his murder’d corse, 
Dauntless stood the battle’s force. 


Throngs arrest the champion’s pow’r, 
Hundreds round the hero prest ; 

Long he stood the furious show’r, 

Mortal brav’ry could no more ; 

He fell upon dead Taho’s breast ! 

He stretch’d him by his bloody side, 

And thus it was our hero died. 
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Raise on high the fun’ral pile, 

And yield the sacrifice to Death ; 
Sons of Otaheite’s isle, 

Give all your martial music breath! 
And to each list’ning stranger tell 
In Friendship’s cause how Avah fell. 


September 25, 1809. JUNGE. 
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THE PARTNERS, 
A TALE, 





Tom Stites and Hopeg, a little time ago, 
Purchas’d a barn, and parted it in two. 
Tom fill’d his side with grain still more and more, 
While Hodge’s half was empty to the floor. 
As Stiles was plodding thro’ his grounds one morn, 
Towards this barn, to view his store of corn, 

He chanc’d to meet his partner by the way. 
Hodge held a lighted faggot in each hand ; 
Cries Tom, surpris’d (and then he made a stand), 

‘* What dost thou want with fire-light by day ? 
«* I verily believe thy noddle’s wood, 
‘© And setting fire to that might do me good. 

‘¢ What deuced nonsense art thou hatching now ? 
‘* Thou always wast a stupid blund’ring calf, 
«¢ Witness the barn, of whieh I’ve fill’d my half; 

<* You ha’n’t a grain in all the place, I vow.” 
Says Hodge, “ I scorn the thing that is’n't right, 
<¢ T mean to bring my measures to the light : 

«¢ About that barn I won’t be call’d a calf: 
«¢ In this here land a body does, d’ye see ? 
‘¢ Just as he pleases with his property : 

‘* T}] tell’ee what,—I means to burn my half!” 
T. W. 
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ADDRESS 
TO THE BROTHERS OF **** LopGE. 
Ee 
Ye gay, who in pleasure immerse, 
Attend—a sad tale I'll unfold ; 
A prison’s the theme of my verse, 
A Brother’s within the strong hold, 


Ah! stay then your pleasures awhile, 
The scene of distress is in view; 

Let the tear now take place of the smile, 
Ah! would that my tale were untrue. 


Within the damp dungeon confin’d, 
By sickness and sorrow oppress’d, 

Behold a lov’d Brother—resign’d, 
Tho’ anguish deprives him of rest. 


See his wife with dim eyes wear a smile, 
While her heart is o’erburden’d with grief; 

Yet she hopes his sad thoughts to beguile, 
And endeavours to give him relief. 


And see the big tear in his eye, 

When his sx helpless babes are in view: 
‘¢ Your parent in prison must die, 

‘¢ He, alas! can leave nothing to you. 


‘¢ Dear cherubs, forbear that sweet smile, 
‘¢ For Sorrow so bows down my head, 

‘¢ That in vain you'd attempt to beguile ! 
‘¢ To all pleasure, alas! Lam dead.”’ 


Not so,—let sweet Hope give you cheer ; 
Like Brothers, the little we have 
We'll give, to repress the sad tear ; 
The father—the husband—to save. 
The thoughts of my Brothers I shew, 
Alive to the sorrows I’ve told; 
The heart of a Mason, I know, 
Did never assistance withhold. 
VOL. I. 3D 
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With what joy does this hope cheer my breast ! 
Ah! how sweet are the feelings of those 
Who so kindly relieve the distrest, 
And endeayour to lighteu their woes. 


By them be each pleasure enjoy’'d— 
Long life, with the blessings of health ; 
For well are their moments employ’d, 


Distributing part of their wealth. 
) Cc. D. B. 
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LANDSCAPE. z 

O Nature! kind benignant goddess, hail !: 
Thou o’er the world in sweet profusion spread’st 
Thy choicest scenes—the beauteous or sublime! 
The craggy rock, that rears its barren head, 
And kmdly screens the smiling vale beneath, 
Where beauteous Ceres waves her golden locks, 
And peaceful Plenty gladdens ev’ry eye— 
The gentle placid stream, that smoothly glides 
Thro’ mazy labyrinths of endless sport— 
The lofty cataract, that foaming rolls, 
And strikes the mind with reverential awe— 
Are heav’nly sceues, to Meditation dear ! 
Oft, at the first approach of blushing morn, 
Enraptur’d let me seek thy verdant plains, 
Or climb thy steep ascents, with hasten’d step, 
To catch the landscape, rising into view ; 
There let me gaze, in contemplation lost, 
And trace those varied animated charms 
My pencil tries to imitate in vain. 


W.G. J. 








POETICAL MAGAZINE. $95 


THE DYING HERO. 


i 


Now, that the battle’s din is o’er, 
And all its demons fled ; 

Sweet Rest, I hail thee here once more, 
To cheer my drooping head. 


My thoughts, which late on honour turn’d, 
Now flow in humbler strains ; 

I, who at morn Achilles spurn’d, 
Now groan with cruel pains. 


O Mem’ry ! let my pristine fame 
Excite thy future praise ; 

Oh! give me an immortal name, 
And tune for me thy lays! 


Let thy fair page, O Hist’ry ! tell 
Of all my former deeds ; 

Tell how a hero fought and fell, 
Who now fer England bleeds ! 








Corypown. 
THE EXILE; OR, THE INTENDED SUICIDE. 


a 


Pacine the summit of yon mountain-cliff, 
All barren, desolate, and drear, expos’d 
To the rude raging of the winter blast, 
Woe deep depicted on his pensive cheek, 
Ah! who is he, that wanders all forlorn, 
His tatters flutt’ring to the passing gale, 
Of ev’ry comfort, ev’ry hope, bereft, 
Save one, that he may shortly hail thet land 
Where sorrow is no more; where weary souls 
Welcome their Sabbath-morning; where alone 
The Anchoret is blest ? 

3v02 
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An exile he, 
Far from thy sunny fertilizing plains 
And smiling valleys, Albion, queen of isles ! 
Was doom’d to roam !—His country’s injur’d laws 
Sustain’d his violation—Mercy pleads ; 
Justice admits no rival !—would she did ! 
From all to life so dear, unwilling, sad, 
The social converse, the domestic tie, 
He sighs a heartfelt and a long farewell ! 
In foreign cheerless wilds condenn’d -to roam, 
A weary wand’rer, thro’ the world’s bleak waste, 
Abandon’d and forlorn, 


And now he stays 
His erring step, and near yon tow’ring steep, 
That overhangs the ocean, pensive stands: 
There green Savannah’s open on his view ; 
And here the bounding billows, which must ne’er, 
No, never bear him to his long-lost home ! 
His throbbing heart is full!—he strikes bis breast ! 
He sighs responsive to the passing gale, 
And thus the sorrows of his bosom flow :— 
‘«* Curs’d be the day that bore me to these shores, 
A persecuted exile: buta curse, 
A tenfold horror, e’er attend that hour, 
That hour, alas! when injur’d Britain’s laws 
Demanded vengeance on the guilty head 
Of their aggressor, and condemn’d me here, 
By the wide world abandon’d and forgot, 
To waste the spring-time of life’s dreary day 
In sad remembrance of departed joys, 
Where Peace display’d her banner—pleasures past, 
(Oblivion, o’er them draw thy dusky veil !) 


Ah! never to return !— 
No one to share 


The solitary sigh, or aid the soul 
With heartfelt aspiration to ascend 
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In solemn prayer. Witness’d by none, 
Save by yon pale majestic orb of light, 
That gilds the pensive evening, and pursues 
Thro’ starry regions her immortal course, 
Steering her devious unmolested path 
Thro’ the nocturnal hemisphere of clouds— 
Save by the billows of majestic Ocean, 
That, wildly roaring with tumultuous dash, 
Carol my ev’ning serenade !— 


This only source, 
This only consolation to my woe, 
That the same Heav’n which canopies my father’s hall, 
With undiminish’d radiance shines on me; 
That the same sun which smiles on Solitude, 
With heav’nly lustre gilds my native land. 
Oh! had I perish’d ere I left thy shores, 
Albion, of many waters / Had the sword, 
Drawn nobly in my Country’s valiant cause, 
In glory seal’d my fall ; or had the blast 
Infuriate shed its vengeance, or the might 
Of whirlwinds laid me low; then had I found 
To rest this care-worn head, upon the soil 
That shelters my forefathers. 

But, alas ! 

No kindred soul prepares the fun’ral rites ! 
No kindred spirit chants the fun’ral hymn. 
I die !—I fall unknown !—No friendly pray’r 
Scales the bless’d ramparts of triumphant day 
For exil’d Arno. Gracious God of Hosts! 
Thou ! Thou who ridest on the wings of wind, 
And speak’st in thunders! Everlasting One! 
Pardon the crime. Behold! Great King! behold 
I rush, unbidden, to thy judgment-bar, 
And, at the footstool of thy mercy-seat, 
Implore protection. Lo, Great God! I come 
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To share thy banquet-hall. Forgive! forgive, 
Immortal King ! ’tis Misery compels 
To seek a refuge in the jaws of Death, 
Tho’ shudd’ring Fancy falters ! 
* * * + * *£ %& %*® © *%& ™ 
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Why do I pause ?— 
Yes, my heart fails ; it must not, must not be; 
Never shall after-generations say 
Self-murder bath’d my hand, Almighty One, 
Whose eye beholds the sons of Solitude, 
Pardon the thought of darkness! Lo! I bow 
To thy all-wise behest. I drink the cup, 
And say— Thy will be done / 





—— [= a — 


ACROSTIC, EXTEMPORE. 


a 





N or one look more? Sweet spot, adieu ! 
E ndear’d by ev’ry tender tie; 
W ith unfeign’d grief I lose thy view, 
T o seek that town I wish to fly : 
O n thy sweet hills I would reside, 
N or envy all the world beside. 
Cc. D. B. 
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EPITAPH ON MY WIFE. 






How oft we find, while musing o’et the dead, 
What worth, what beauty, what perfections fled ! 
Must thou, unnotic’d, singly rest alone, 

No deed of grace to sanctify thy stone ? 

The proudest tomb boasts not a fairer she, 

Nor tells one virtue that was not in thee. 
FAULKENER. 








POETICAL MAGAZINE, $99 


IN DIEM GEORGII REGIS NATALEM. 


a 
Cur vie letis resonant aperte 
Cantibus densé populi frequentis 
Cur ruit vulgus nitidam per urbem 
Agmine pleno ? 
Flamma cur splendet plated coruscans, 
Ferret et pulchras radio puellas ? 
Quidve scintille liquidum micantes 
ZEthera scandunt 2 
Cur equus festo rapitur triumpho 
Regia ex aula, viridansque cingit 
Splendida crines juvenim corona 
Laurus opaca ? 
Cur lyram tendunt hilarem poet 
Fervidi, et Musam meditantur altam 
Templaque Divim laqueata fumant 
Thure Sabeo ? 
Non redit victor domitis ab oris 
Glorians curru, validisque telis, 
Nec premunt Gallos trepidé sequentes 
Vincula dura. 
Voce sed gaudent populus sonanti 
Propter optate reditum diei 
Que venit semper cupienda nobis 
Semper amanda ;. 
Hee enim flavis tribuit Britannis 
Principem Divis animo beatum 
Qui colit leges pietatis aquos 
Corde sereno 
Ille virtutem sequitur perennem, 
Ille regalem retinet decorem 
Mente divina, neque cedit unquam 
Tramite Recti. 
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Qualis in sylvis gelidee vetustis 
Anglia, nigrans aliquando floret 


Quercus, et ramos foliis virentes 
Tollit ad astra ; 


Hec viget duris columen Britannis 

Inclytum, longum viridans per evum 

Hanc videns umbra capitis decoram 
Gallia friget. 


Gloria oh Princeps tua sic vigescit 
Curiz sanctum populoque votum, 
Sicque durabit volucres per annos 
Nomen amatum 


Hec dies semper memoranda cunctis 

Te dedit lucem populis nitentem 

Te dedit magnum decus atque stellam 
Gentibus almam. 


Victimis aram cumulate pictam, 
Ferte gemmatag pueri coronas, 
Celsa dum crebris precibus Deorum 
Templa Replebe. 


Jupiter regi pretiosa sparge 
Munera é ceelo radiis micanti 
Redde ejus vitam studiis quietam 
Paceque dulcem. 





Pheebe qui splendes radiante luce, 
Hec dies quando populis refulget, 
Latus afflato placidum sereno 
Lumine celum. 
Sept. 11, 1809. “7. 
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ENIGMA. 
a 
Tue Grecian chief whose justice rais’d his fame, 
With him who humbled Persia’s haughty name ; 
The man who died for sacred Freedom’s cause, 
And the fierce King who eutrag’d Nature’s laws ; 
The wretch, whose tongue seein’d form’d to give offence, 
With coward mind, devoid of manly sense ; 
The party-colour’d messenger of Jove, 
W ho paints with varied hues the skies above; 
The warrior Bard, whose animating strain 
Rous’d the bold chiefs of Morven’s woody plain ; 
Saturn’s great son, whose empire girts the strand, 
And guards from foreign foes our native land ; 
The initials join’d, that restless pow’r appears, 
Who bathes th’ ensanguin’d ground with orphans’ tears, 
JUNNERITUS. 


ANSWER TO ENIGMA 
In No. VI. of the Poetical Magazine. 


——— 
Or Bacchus the toper we sing with delight, 
’Twas Europa whom Joye did abuse ; 
The beauteous Andromeda bring to your sight, 
Nor the goddess Unzia refuse, 


Next we speak of King Telephus, Hercules’ gon, 
Of Iphis transform’d we now tell ; 

Evenus, the monarch by Idas outrun, 
And Styz is the river of hell. 


Then join these initials, and all must be blind, 
If Beauties appear rot to suit ev'ry mind, 


Oct. 2, 1809. Cc. D. B. 
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. DESCRIPTIVE SKETCH OF THE FIELD 
OF BATTLE, 


After the fatal Victory which Dumourier obtained over the Au- 
strians *, on the 5th of November, 1799. 


en — 


Hark! ’tis the signal of retreat they sound— 
The vanquish’d Austrians bite the bloody ground ! 
The French, victorious, scour the wasted plain, 
And furious Verigeance broods o’er thousands slain, 
In heaps the slaughter’d and the wounded lie, 
Whilst the deep groan, or shrill convulsive cry, : 
Bespeaks a human soul in fiercest agony ! 
Here mangled limbs, disfigur’d trunks, are seen, 
And gore distains the turf so lately green ! 
Here men and horses heaps on heaps are laid, 
In one promiscuous rank of death array’d ; 
Guns burst, and broken swords, bestrew the ground, 
And ev'ry shape of Ruin stalks around. 


Where golden harvests wav’d nought now remains, 
Save carnage foul, and blood-polluted plains ! 
Nor tree, nor lowly shrub, upreurs its head, 
Such havoc reigns as Nature’s self were dead. 
From smoking ruins, princes, peasants, fly, 
Their habitations in destruction lie. 
Shrouded in darkness dull November low’rs, 
And deluges the plain with icy show’rs. 
Twice the sun rose, and twice withdrew his light, 
Still many a victim curs’d the bloody fight ; 
Wrung with dire anguish, call’d on welcome Death 
To ease his pain, and stop his ling’ring breath. 


Come and behold, ye who in war delight, 
Yon dreadful scene, which strikes the shudd’ring sight— 





* This bloody battle was fought at Gemappe, near the city of 
Mons, in the Netherlands. 
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A murder’d husband and a dying wife, 

Whose gaping wounds pour forth slow ebbing life !— 
Upon her breast a boy, now orphan, lies, 

To gain his wonted food he vainly tries ; 

Whilst milk and blood, one intermingled tide, 

Stain her soft bosom and her iv’ry side! . 


Thou Pow’r supreme! whom heav’n and earth obey, 
And hell’s deep dungeons own thy mighty sway, 
For mercies past, to Thee our songs we raise, 

And pay the tribute due of grateful praise : 
Still guard thy favour’d isle from horrid war, 
And shield thy suppliants with unslumb’ring care ! 
May no rude spoiler tread on British ground, 
To scatter ruin and confusion round ! 
May no French eagle mock our peaceful sky, 
Flashicg blue lightning from his piercing eye ! 
May no domestic treason, foul and fell, 
No impious folly, leagued with fiends of hell, 
With deadly venom fraught, in England’s bosom 
dwell ! 
May all their off’rings to Christ’s altar bring, 
True to their God, their Country, and their King! 
SAMUEL ELsDALE, 
= <== 
CLASSICAL ENIGMA. 
aa 
First Phrygia’s King, we read, of old, 

Whose touch turn’d ev’ry thing to gold ; 

That Mount whose top with beauty vies, — 

Where Venus was adjudg’d the prize ; 

Th’ Arcadian Nymph who ourtur’d Pan, 

Till with affright she from him ran ; 

Who, when from his attempt was freed, 

Was quickly turn’d into a reed ; 

The River of those dread domains, 

Where, we're inform’d, old Pluto reigns ; 

3u3 
























































POETICAL MAGAZINE. 


Take next the mighty god of War, 
Whose fame of old spread wide and far ; 
That love-lorn youth, Alecto’s son, 
By Love so speedily undone ; 
That Nymph by Pyramus belov’d, 
But unkind friends their ruin prov’d ; 
The god who ’tends each wedded pair, 
Whene’er Love reigns triumphant there. 
Join each initial, and you'll find 
The name of one both good and kind ; 
The name of one I deein a friend, that’s true, 
A friend not only, but companion too. 
Verge of Granta. SINCERITAS. 





a 





SUR LA MORT D’'UN JEUNE PAYSAN RUSSE. 





Ix est sensible et bon le Dieu, dont la puissance 
Au printemps de tes jours borna ton existence : 
L’orgueil t’eut fait sentir le poids de ta misére, 

JI t’insultoit déja dans le sein de ta mére; 

Privé pour toujours et d’ espoir et d’appui, - 

Tes jours n’aurgient connus que la peine et |’ennui. 
Deplorable héritier du destin de ton pére, 

Tes mains auroient envain fructifié la terre, 
L’astre du jour doroit tes fertiles moissons, 

Et le ciel epuisoit le tribut des saisons, 

D’un maitre avare et dur la cruauté sauvage, 

Du prix de ton travail eut fait son héritage ; 

Et recueillant pour lui le fruit de tes sueurs, 
N’auroit laissé pour toi que la honte et les pleurs: 
Tant la fortune aux grands si douce et si propice 
Pour le pauvre toujours est pleine d’injustice. 


7 NO 61. N. FRAISINET, 


END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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